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Spiritual revelations it does contain, but the author does not 
certify to their unearthly origin ; it is not the legend of a 
woman with a nimbus, nor the particulars of a veiy fast 
color to rival the Magenta, nor the vocabulary of the talking 
fish, nor the diary of an ex-deteotive. It deals not ^th the 
birth-place of William Tell, the perpetual motion, nor the 
heart of Napoleon Bonaparte. It will neither expose to you 
the construction of M. Dumas' romances, nor the weakness of a 
certain satirical novelist. It is no answer to the poor law 
question ; it does not regulate the connection between the 
employer and the employed ; it will not interfere with the 
accumulation of the national debt. 

It speaks, however, of things of some consequence to man, 
such as Paradise Found, and Satan in Ooundl, and sketches 
out a few strange incidents of travel in different quarters of 
the globe, and holds up to light some of the peculiar features of 
this age. 

It always tries to be amusing; and if its possessors dig 
carefully underneath the surfisuie they may find rich mines of 
ore, which the author does not guarantee to exist, although he 
has endeavored to set in a pleasing style the knowledge derived 
from some experience, a good deal of reading, and a littie thought. 

As regards style, one must keep up with the times, or the 
heavy surface swell will be leaving us leagues off. We must 
be robed in the latest fashion— -eveiything for appearances; 
what though our interior is base, and sometimes unclean, if our 
exterior is presentable ! The brushing of our hidr is of 
infinitely more importance than the cultivation of our brain. 
A new neck-tie is superior to an original idea. Original idea, 
forsooth I let the man who discovers one go hang himself for 
all the good it will do him — ^it will be adapted firom the French, 
or abstracted from Ariosto or Homer, or have been kindly lent 
him by his neighbours. We must not pretend to be greater 
than our neighbours or they will destroy our character — ^if 
they can — and, if we should happen to have weak minds, 
drive us mad. 
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The author of '' Hooks for Thoughts" has a sincere venera- 
tion for his neighbours, and jumps always into the latest 
fashion, so you must respect him and his work, ladies and 
gentlemen — ^he is one of yourselves. 

But what about this name, you will ask. Well, you know 
names have no signification, and he might with perfect propriety 
have called it '* The Mountain of a Million Suns," '* Candle- 
light and Rush-light," or "Wait for the Wagon/* but he 
preferred a simpler title than any of these, and this is the way 
''Hooks for Thoughts" arose into being. [As we write this, a 
young lady with such lovely brown curls leans over our shoulder 
and exclaims, '^Tou naughty man! you never mean to put 
me in the book ?"] 

The author had an invitation to a ball, and was trying to fix 
on a name for his book before he went to dress for it, but his 
imagination refused to satisfy his reason on the point, and he 
was just giving it up in despair, when a young lady in evening 
costume threw open the door of his study and entered in a 
most excited manner. 

" What is it ?" he asked, " nothing wrong with baby ? or is 
the house on fire ?" 

'' No ! what put these into your head % Do give over your 
thoughts, and look at the hook of my dress." 

" Stop a moment ! I have it ! " 

" What, the hook r 

" Yes, gipsy, the Hooks for Thoughts." 



We will not detain you longer, ladies and gentlemen ; the 
overture is over — ^we make our bow and retire — the curtain 
is drawn up, and the first scene that appears in view is 
Paradise Found. 



Braco, 1st March^ 1861. 
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^S things do take fhape on earth. 
n's formanon is certainly remark- 
it had his words and aftions been 
y noted down by fome inqinring 
Bofwell, what a fource of amazement we would poflefs, 
and the why and wherefore of the man's exiftence 
would have been loft fight of in watching the move- 
ment of the refnlt. 

The refiilt — Adam and his wife Eve were expeUed 
from Paradife, becaufe the woman happened, like her 
fellow-fifters of the prefent day, to be too fond of 
not touchable things. 

Since thorns and thirties began to fpread themftlves 
over man's jrathway through life, and crime to aiTume 
the form of murder, philolbphers and men of lefler 
mark have ftriveo, but vainly, to reconftruft another 
paradile. 



lo Hooks far Thoughts. 

Some one told me t'other day that the Sultan was 
a philofbpher, and had difcovered a paradiie in his 
ladies' boudoirs. 

But this does not chime with the clock of truth, 
which points me to the principal events of his reign, 
and ticks out intended afTaifinations, plots revealed, 
fubjefts rebelling, and RuJOian campaign. 

A philofopher ! a teacher of dancing as well. 

His pleafiires mull be exceeded by his exquifite 
pains, and then the duns themfelves are no joke. 

Solitude has often been puftied forward as a great 
fblacer of ills and one of the mainfprings of happinefs ; 
but this is again contradidled by my infallible clock, 
vdth the aflertions that folitude was not made for 
man, that madnefs hangs like a thunder cloud over 
fequeftered Ipots, and acrofs the face of this time- 
piece of fafts, there glides, like fo many vouchers, 
numerous figures of men dead and living — amongft 
the former I notice that of Swedenborg, Zimmer- 
man, and Boufleau. 

Well ! what then ? fliall I take a fiddle and fiddle 
through all adverfity ? or a flute and play " There's 
a good time coming, boys," as the laft fhilling bids 
me good-bye ? or (hall I " March to Prague " on the 
' piano, when that wretched bailiff invites me to accom- 
pany him to Old Bailey ? 

No ! to the deuce widi fiddles, flutes, and pianos, 
I fliall get a world of cuQiions and fmoke mylelf 
into blifs. 

^ut opium won't do neither ; it wafts you there, 
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but it invariably returns you, not to the fame ftate of 
iWngs however, oh no, but back to dreary rooms, 
dreary piftures, dreary bufinefe, dreary men, dull 
books, and wretched looking women. 

Wine gives you a headache, and delightful diihes 
indigefiion ; the fea has its penalties, and when you 
^ travel by railway, Mr* Vian will infure your life for a 
penny. 

If you hunt all day, do your boots come off eafily 
at night ? If you fifti all day, don't you run a chance 
of getting drowned and catching a minnow ? 

You have this moment calmly determined not to be 
difappointed at anything, and in the next equal period 
of time an old hag rufhes into your room and con*- 
gratulates you (has (he a confdence ?) on your wife's 
lafe delivery of four charming babies, all doing well. 

You have a notion that the garden of Eden lies 
fbmewhere in North America amongft the loft, and 
if they are found, very much transfigured twelve tribes 
of Ifrael,* who difenchant you very foon of the delights 
of encamping in gorgeous prairies, black with the 
buffalo, by the fides of falmon peopled ftreams — of 
the pleafiires of hunting the wild horfe and poflefling 
fquaws, and fend you home minus your fcalp, and 
with a fet of pdns called rheumatifm. So you kifs a 
lady and get a flap on the face — ^your fliirts want 
buttons — ^you buy a horfe that flings you, and your 
landlady drinks your flierry. 

* There is a theory, on paper, purporting that the North 
American Indians are Jews, 
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Where (hall your miferies end, and your happinefi 
begin ? At death ? Who knows, and who is willing 
to exchange halfc^-crown for nothing, a world of life 
for a fuppofed happinefs at death ? 

Is there a paradife in the moon, or is that only a 
poet's fancy? Do the lefler ftars have lodg^gs to 
let; and who can tell me whether the fun is gifted with 
oyfters ? 

On a paper round half-a-pound of fait butter I got 
the folution of this moft important problem, in thefe 
momentous words, ** Nihil admirareJ* 

Nothing admire, is happinefs, and fo I found it. 

BleiTed, thrice blefled, be that old Roman, and 
nlay he now be reaping the benefit of his important 
difcovery. 

Why, it ought to have been patented and fold in 
fliares. 

I loved a lady whom I wifhed to make my wife. 

She appeared to deteft me, notwithftanding my 
moft ardent proteftations. 

I loudly praifed everything flie did and faid, and 
worfhipped her very footprints. A ftray brooch or 
a loft glove was all I ever received or rather abftrafted. 

An officer in the volunteers, a big, foft creature, 
who goffipped better than many an old woman, was 
faid to be the favored individual. 

Flattery not fucceeding, I tried prefents, but they 
were always returned, rejefted, with thanks. 

Foiled at every point, I could no longer endure the 

"n of the lady and the boafting of my rival 
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I refblved to leave the country, and feek in change 
of fcene relief from grief. 

But the batter-wrapper told me " nothing admire " 
is happinefs, and my emigration thoughts took to flight, 
and my tea which was only waiting for the butter, 
got as cold as fprlng water, and I repeated again and 
again, thefe glorious words, " nothing admire." 

I no longer flattered the lady — Ihe was not troubled 
any more with my prelents — I even became fufficient 
to aik my rival when the affair was to come off, and 
if he intended to feud me an invite. 

My *' Nihil admirare" cauled the young lady to 
become the wooer — ftie has been my wife for a week, 
and at prefent I have found a paradife. When my 
paradile breaks up as it may, I fball refbrt to my 
bntter-wrapper and — nothing admire. 



Into an ^txm ^upat'h at f tr C^tt^. 

HJHERE were fifteen of us, and the fteam- 
boat *' Lennox " bound for Belfafl, foon 
fteamed us out of fight of ArdrofTan. 
My deftinadou is Dublin, but if I had 
known the misfortunes that are foon to befall me, I 
would rather have jumped overboard near Arran, 
where we palled a number of finall boats, although I 
can fwim hke lead, or tortured mylelf for a whole day 
in this year's exhibition of paintings. 

She was like a creation of a poet or a painter, not 
a Pre-Raphaelite one by any means. When I turn lefs 
foolilh, I intend to worlhip the genius of my country 
as illnftrated in their annual Ipedmens of art, to Men 
patiently every Sunday to the moil abftrufe fpeaker, 
and to aik MiU^ to get me one of his models (that 
grave^g^g nun, for inflance) for a wife. Not like 
one of thele dry dothes-preis looking creatures. Oh, 
no ! More aflimilated to the fancy of a Raphxl 
refiifdtated, having got leave of abfence for one day 
'he keeper of her ^ded frame. 
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And the litde farcaftic thing feemed determined to 
make the moft of her day, for ftie had us all in her 
chains ere we had failed an hour together, and fhe 
kindly gave me her baby to keep. 

She had a baby, a little cherub, I called it, and 
foon after a little fomething elfe. 

The baby could not 'fiirely be her own ; flie was 
(o young, fo like a child herfelf, that I could eafily 
have carried her in my arms and gulled that rude 
brute of a ticket colleftor at Edinburgh,'*' 

Why are ticket colleftors lb imperious in thdr 
demands for tickets ? I have travelled frequently with 
an old lady who always has her ticket ready at Ratho, 
and who never approaches Princes Street without 
trembling. Yet with all her preparation, the vulgar 
fellow rudely {hatches the ticket from her, as if flie 
had never expended ten flullings on it, but as if he 
had expeAed to find her without one, and had been 
waiting to convey her before the authorities. The 
poor lady gves a figh of relief when the ordeal is 
over, and takes a fiiifF at her pouncet-box. 

'* Where do ticket colleftors come from ?" this old 
lady afked me one day. 

** From Bow Street, madam ; they are deteftives,'* I 

faid, and I think the good creature believed me. 
• * « * 

There were fifteen of us — ^fourteen gentlemen and 
the beauty-^the child at prefent, coimts nily it counted 
one too many tpofoon \ and we were all adoringthe lady 

* Dismissed, we l^eUeve. 
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at the fame time, only as I had the baby to keep, fome 
of my atteadons were neceflarily devoted to it \ but 
the fweet fmiles I got from the mother amply repaid 
the litde trouble I had widi her offspring. 

Let me ^ve yon an inventory of us. 

I will omit the fteamboaf s ftaff, as thdr compais 
ftemly pointed to duty and did not permit liberties on 
watch ; the captdn might have been immortalized by 
my pen, but he came on board intoxicated and was 
hiding fomewhere. I iaw that there was no mate on 
boardy and that the captain's duties now devolved 
upon the fteward, who was determined to have the 
honors as well as the duties ; but his ftar was on 
the wane. He had no fboner ieated himfelf by the 
fide of the beauty and began whifpeting in her ear^ 
than a voice was heard crying, " Steward, fteward \ 
a bafin, a bafin, a bafinP' 

One of the paflengers had apparently taken the 
fea-ficknefs, and the fleward had ftill to perform the 
fleward's duties, much againft his will. 

Now I am convinced the cry for the fteward was 
only a rufe to get the fteward's feat, for a perfbn 
very like the writer of this feated himfelf on the 
vacant camp«ftool, and commenced to hufh his baby 
(he had one— <ould it be the lady's?) in the moft 
-approved ftyle. 

The fteward found that the fea penalty papng 
mortal was a myth, and quickly returned to the deck; 
but his place, you know, is ufurped, and he faw that 
* '" opportunity was gone. 
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Fancy the half of an egg, with our beauty feated on 
the middle of the ftraight line, the man at the wheel 
oppofite on the fartheft away point of the curve (if 
we had ftruck on a rock that night or gone back to 
Ardroflan in miftake, I could have told the caufe), and 
the fourteen gentlemen filling up the vacant fpace, 
and you have fome idea of our pofition. " 

This writer had the misfortune to be feated on the 
lady's right hand, and to receive a great proportion of 
the eleftricity which flie poured in fuch volumes from 
her glorious dark eyes. 

Now all his life the writer has prided himfelf on 
his finartnefs j he is not vdn of his talents (they are 
faid to be confiderable), nor does he expofe his 
clevemefs on all occafions 5 he is rather quiet than 
other\rife, while others argue he liftens ; he Ipeaks 
always to the pointy he eats iparinglyj does not 
drink much ; has no particular vice \ is able, in his 
unoftentatious way, to afliime different charafters 
which are underftood to be his own — ^was never 
cheated in his life — ^was never yet pufhed into a 
curious pofidon from which he did not extricate 
himfelf with flying colors ; his articles have been 
accepted by an eminent review, and Punch has 
vouched for the genuinenefs of his iatire ; he looks 
on men and things pWlofbphically (although only 
aged twenty-two lafl birth-day), Ws only averfion is to 
babies \ he adores ladies, but only when they have 
been nurfed, and fchooled, and drawing-roomed \ he 
loves to talk to young gentlemen, but they mufl 
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have got through their teething, and have left pinafores 
behind for fome years. 

At prefent he nurfes a lady-baby for the fake of its 
mother, and he does it {o well, that the little creature 
has not uttered a fingle complaint, a proof pofitive of 
the elafUcity of his charafter and of his habit of making 
the befl: of everything. 

No. 2 gentleman on the lady's left hand is a 
tremenduous fwell ; he appears to know the beauty, 
for he is always fumbling away at her head or drefi, 
and calling her ** my beloved Jane," a liberty which 
I would never have borne, if Jane had not whifpered 
to me as fhe put her baby's head in a more com- 
fortable pofition on my breaft, " Never mind him, he's 
mad!" 

Of courfe after this, I treated No. ^ gentleman as 
if he had been a fick brother j and when the night got 
chilly, I went to the cabin for his cloak and wrapped 
it round him. 

He laughed loudly at this, and faid " Walker," but 
his mirth ^as not pleafant to hear, his laugh was one 
of thofe vacant ones, which found on the ears like the 
gravel falling on a coffin. I was very forry for him, 
poor fellow ; and as I retook the baby from the lady, 
I whilpered to her, *« What a pity ! " 

I need not defcribe the other gentlemen to you, as 
they are only the back»-ground of my pifture. You 
can eafily fketch their portraits. Put a lean one after 
a fat one, a tall man next to a fhort one, drefs them 
m light and dark<-colored clpthes ; give them every 
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fliape of hat on their heads, and all kinds of hmr on 
their faces, and put an odd mixture of remarks in 
their mouths ; make two wear Ipeftacles, fix of them 
finoke, four fnufF, one chew tobacco, and as for the 
twelfth, he had a looking-glafs in his hat and a comb 
in his pocket, with the aids of which he endeavored 
to improve his appearance every ten minutes. 

The baby at prefent counts nil; it counted one too 
many, too loon. 

" Belfaft," cried the fteward, very glad, I am fiire, 
to interrupt our pleafant tete-ii-4ete. 

"What a world this is ; every man envying the 
happinefs of his neighbour, and trying with might and 
will to flip a little fl:rip of gall into each others 
pleafiire cup. 

^* Will you keep Julia a minute, till I fee after our 
things ?" Jane faid to me as the fteam-boat touched the 
pier, and as the other paflengers were hurrying on 
fliore. 

** Moll willingly, Jane," I faid, and Ihe gave it a 
little kifs and ran away. 

I felt that this myfterious young lady was to have 
a powerful influence over my future exiftence — ^flie 
was all that my boyhood had ever dreamed, or my 
maturer years fancied. I could not lofe her now, and 
away my imagination Iped to brilliant fcenes where 
Jane and I played the principal parts of the life drama, 
and were always luccefsful. 

I was awakened from my charming reverie by the 
fteward, of courfe, who, vdth a large grin on his broad» 
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red face, afked me impertinendy, " If I and my baby 
were going on ftiore to-night." 

" We intend fo, at the proper time," I faid haughtily. 
" We are waiting on a young lady.'* 

** Is fhe conung from the city ?" afked the fteward 
in an altered tone, as if he had conmiitted fome 
miftake, I had juft pointed out to him. 

I enjoyed his fervile manner, and then faid, " No, 
the young lady is one of the paflengers." 

The grin on his vulgar face returned, as he fdd, 
" Then you'll require to wait awhile. That young 
lady is on fhore, a quarter of an hour ago j^ there is 
not a fingle paflenger on board but yourfelf and your 
baby," and the creature laughed outright. 

^ Jane has gone to look for a car," I faid, as I 
ftepped aftiore ; the curfed baby, who was beginning 
to howl, in one arm and my portmanteau in the other. 

The fteward's face had a puzzled look, as if he did 
not know what to think. 

But the moment I put my foot on land, my fufFerings 
began. 

Ireland beats all the countries in the world for 
touters. Imagine two dozen rafcals without bonnets 
and with fcareely any clothes, and yelling like fo many 
imps juft let loofe from pandemonium, tugging 
vehemently at the portmanteau, the baby, and myfelf. 

Ugh ! That night makes pie dizzy yet, when I 

think of it 

« Tick yer beeby and 'mantoo, for tuppence," feid 
a villain, with red hair and a large fear over his eye. 
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" Two for a penny, fir,'* exclaimed one feizing the 
baby, which tried to fcratch out his eyes. 

** Take care," cried another behind me in grave 
tones, at which they all laughed, ^^ Hee'l bolt with 
it." 

" I wiih to God he would," I faid to myfelf. 

" Baby for a happney, your riverence." 

" Car your lordlhip. Baby free." 

** A barrow, your excellency, for your luggage ; 
child can fit on the top.'' 

** Hootil, baron ? We have a bootiful cradle." 

" Don't be afther pothering the gintlemin, will ye ! 
Blazes tik ye, for a fet of ragamuffins. Isn't it Pat 
O'Rooney his honour wants to nurfe his iligant 
baby." 

I could not get moved, and the noife thefe young 
rafcals made, was, to fay the leafl of it, awful ; and the 
curious pofition I was in, in conneftion with that baby, 
was far from being pleafant 

But obferve what follows — ^fee how I am able to 
rife fuperior to peculiar circumflances. 

<' The child has the fmall-pox^^ I whifpered, and 
in a minute every one of nay tormentors had difap- 
peared, and I went to a quiet hotel, where an elderly 
woman took charge of the baby. 

The undernoted paragrajrfi and letter will explain 
themfelves and end my narrative. 

" A Mysterious Occurrence. — Lafl night at 
twenty-one minutes pafl eleven o'clock, the bell of 
the Jefuit's College was violently rung, and when the 
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porter opened the gate he found attached to the 
handle of the bell a bafket, with a live female child 
iniide. A ftrifl private fearch is, we believe, bring 
made into this atrodous aft, and the guilty party is 
quite fure to be, Iboner or later, expofed. As for the 
calumnies which are b«ng circulated amongft the 
heretics, we give them a Bat denial, and, perhaps, 
we are not far wrong in laying the deed at the doors 
of thofe who wifli to draw a cloud of flander over 
the heads of the feithfuL The holy lathers, touched 
with pity for the poor infant — like Jeliis of old — 
have ordered it to be brought up carefully in the 
tenets of our blefled religjon, and allowed to enter a 
convent when it reaches maturer years." — Morning 
Nfwi. 

The Letter. — ^" Tou are tco clever yjtr^ iy half. Poor 
Julia a nun, and her mother a Defdemona ! I have a 
good mind to ring the Jefiiifs bell, too, but ivith different 
intentions. The little dear. " JANE." 
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glEMEDIES for the million, mileftone the 
I march of civilization. 

Stump orators, great in belting the 
J earth with lightning and defrauding old 
time with fteam, ought always to ftick in the perora- 
tion the pills and ointment 

They are moft important to man — thdr labels fay ; 
all newfpapers record their worth— for payment j 
and reverend gentlemen will extol their excellencies 
from church pulpits — when they are known to effeft 
a cure. 

A flngle cure ! ridiculous. A world of cures. 
They will withdraw the pimples from your fece, 
and CKtrafl the corns from your toes, and reftore a 
feeble-minded man to his fenfes. 

ff you are blind you will fee; lame, you will walk; 
your h^ need never turn gray, nor your teeth fail, 
nor yoii breath Cnell, whether you eat Fraich garlic 
or Scotch haggps. 
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They are great in cafes of tooth-ache, and they 
cure the gout. 

Lungs fail not under their benign influence— con- 
fiimption is banifhed from the moft wafted forms. 
Rub a dead man well with the ointment and he vnH 
come to life again — ^all kinds of mania and infanity 
cured on the fhorteft notice — a pure mind in a pure 
body, that is health, which, niark you, is only to be 
had through the pills and ointment. 

Shade of Nebuchadnezzar ! don't you wifh you 
were in the flefli ? 

They are quite fafe, be it widely known. They may, 
with entire fecurity, be adminiftered to babies ; and a 
grown up perfbn is direfted to fwallow only ten pills 
a night, and rub well the afFefted parts with the 

ointment 

Patients undergoing this treatment will require to 
be as rich as Crcefus, to get their medicine in cart- 
loads, and be able to devote fufficient time to the 
fwallowing and rubbing. 

God forbid that I fhould have anything to do with 
them ; they would ruin me in a month. Tmie with 
me is everything, and I never yet fwallowed a fingle 
pill in lefs than half-an-hour, and even then the 
greater part of it was chewed and plaftered about 
my gums. 

Din a thing continually into a man's ears, and he 
will at laft believe it, appears to be the motto of thefe 
relpeftable (?) vendors of univerfal medicines ; and 
they are eminently fuccefsful. 
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Don't I know one who keeps a carriage, and is 
received in the beft Ibciety, 

Another preaches to a large congregation every 
Sunday. 

They are called the philanthropifts of the age — the 
great medical reformers — ftatues are erefted to them 
— we write their biographies, and we knight them. 

Succefs makes a perfon refpeftable. 

Failure is a creature to be jeered and kicked. 

But what about all this humbug ? We muft keep 
up with the times. We had better get a new Shak- 
ipeare and another tranflation of the Bible. 

I love old things and aiident cuftoms. I weep over 
the flipper of the child that died. A ftray letter g^ves 
me delightful remembrances for hours. I adore thefe 
grand old tomes, and let Vandal hands keep aloof, and 
clip a fcene or two from the laft novel, or abftain 
from going to the opera for a week, or fift the com- 
pofition of our all-healing medicines. 

Now, if I wiflied to gain a million or two, I would 
get appointed as clerk in the Bank of England, and 
keep two pafsbooks ; or on a certain railway which 
has very acute auditors, and iffue duplicate fhares ; or 
be a quack doftor. 

The laft is certainly the beft. 

Why, in fuch an eminent profefEon, you may 
become an elder of the church, chairman to half-a- 
dozen religious fodeties, and marry a countefs. But 
things falfe get fooner or later unmafked — we get too 
aged for g^t ginger-bread or coated pills. I one 
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day examiaed the Great Eajiem and found it fuperior 
to all the defcriptions, and lately I analyzed one of 
thofe famous pills, and it turned out to be nothing but 
meal wth a coating of fugar. 

I coold breakfaft on them in Scotland if they were 
not one (hilling and three>lialfpence per box, and call 
the mefs — porridge. 

Delufions like the water's foam get foon dinblved, 
Thefe gentlemen forget that the laft witch was burned 
Ibme lime ago, that Profeflbr Anderfon is not infallible, 
and that the elixir of life is yet to be difcovered. 



Il |iratl!f«I ^mi- 



jjlHE firll was a modell village maiden with 
I red hair and a tartao frock, and her name 
j was Katie, 

I adored her for two years, and never 
as much as got, or thought of getting a fmgle kiia 
from her. Once only, and I never could tell how, 
my arm clafped her little w^, at which ftrange 
circumAance we both blufhed and (he ran oiF. 

I have lingered about her father's houfe with her 
ftupid brothers, whom I detefted, for hours on end, 
and thought myfelf amply rewarded by hearing her 
fpeak, or feeing her much beloved form pafling the 
window. On Hogmanay night, I diiguiled myfelf 
with others, purpofely to fee Katie, and I remember 
diftinflly flie was fitting in a littie chair near the fire, 
hulhing to Deep her little brother. Her hair was 
ihaded back over her ears, and a fweet fmile at our 
odd figures put dimples in her rofy cheeks. 



28 Hooks for Thoughts. 

That finile added a white ftone to my love. 

I never could tell what quenched my love for the 
young lady, unlefs it was the idea that ftie had a 
notion of me 5 this appeared in my eyes like a heinous 
crime, fo I dropped Katie, who did not put on 
mourning for me, little flirt that fhe was, and got 
entangled in the mefhes of a Jane. 

Jane had fair hair, and whiftled. 

The whiftling firfl: attrafted me to her ; but fhe 
was too bold. 

There was a game played then, perhaps it is 
extinft now, called '* Round about Mary Mentancy/' 
in which the girls joined hands and formed themfelves 
into a ring, putting one in the midfl, who was obliged 
to difclofe the name of her fweetheart, and every name 
was made public by the whole ring, as they danced 
round, in this manner : — 

** What will you give me to tell his name ? 
To tell his name ? 
To tell his name ? 

W7)at will you give me to tell his name ? 
Round about Mary Mentancy I 
James Smith is his name f 
Is his name ! 
Is his name ! 
James Smith is his name ! 
Round about Mary Mentancy.^^ 

We boys ufed to gather round the ring to watch 
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the direftions of the young ladies' afFeftions, and if 
it was a young gentleman at our fchool who was the 
chofen one, he was loudly cheered at the time, and 
plagued about it months afterwards. 

One day it happened that it was Jane's turn to 
reveal the name of her fweetheart, and fhe fele6^ed 
me, to my great ftiame. I fkulked off as fail as I 
could, but the other boys were too quick for me. 
They brought me back (houlder-high, and a wag 
fiiggefted that Jane fhpuld kifs her lover. The 
propofal was received with loud applaufe, and feconded 
by every one ; and they held me while Jane, who was 
whiftling all the time, as if (he had nothing to do with 
it, came up and put her lips to mine. 

TTwas my firft kifs, and with it all my affeftion for 
Jane fled. I was afraid that after fuch a public 
avowal of her love for me, fhe might think I was 
entitled to marry her, when our leflbns were oyer. 
I flept none that night, and next morning I fecretly 
told the whole affair to my father, who comforted me 
much by faying that if the girl perfifted in marrying 
me I mufl get a divorce. 

Julia is the third on my lift, and fhe entrapped me 
one day by gi^^g me an apple. *' Don't tell them," 
fhe faid, and ran away, and every time we met 
afterwards, we looked at each other in a knowing way 
as if we had deep fecrets between our two felves. 

She was a quiet little thing, and fhe carried a doll 
in her pocket, which fhe was always drefling during 
play hours. When fhe faw I was alone, fhe would 
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fteal up and take out her doll, and afk, in moft 
refpeftful tones, my opinion about the color of the 
ribbon for its hair ; whether merino or filk would 
make the better drefs, and whether a red or white 
petticoat fhould be adopted. 

We went about our intrigue fo quietly, that not a 
creature guefled it. We never Ipoke to each other 
when there were people prefent; but I think the 
fchoolmafter found it out at laft, for one day I heard 
him fay, " Julia, you muft learn this plalm — ^James 
Smith has it by heart." 

One morning I milled Julia, and I heard fome of 
her companions tell that fhe was ill, and that the 
doftor had been feeing her. . 

I played none that day, and, in fecret, I wept 
bitterly. 

She grew worfe and worfe : they faid it was con- 
fiimption, and that fhe muft die. 

I efcaped from home one dark night, and went to 
her houfe to fee her. I feared they would not allow 
me to go in, and I flood at the door a long time 
undecided whether to ring the bell or run off. I 
believe I would have returned without feeing her, if 
the door had not been quickly opened to allow the 
doftor to come out. He faw me and feid, *' Is that 
you James ? Julia was juft fpeaking about you — ^go in 
and fee her, but don't Ipeak much." I was taken into 
her little bed-room, and was grieved to fee Julia fo 
pale; but (he then appeared very pretty. Her mother 
left us together, and I crept up to the fide of her little 
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bed. Our little hands got doled on each other, and 
we looked into each others eyes ; bat we fyoVs not 
a word, and I left her without either of us fpeaking a 
word. 

Next day flie died, and they allied me to go to her 
funeral, which I did, and cried myfelf fick over her 
Uttle grave. 

The world has turned round many of its dark 
fides to me iince then, and I have often been iMip- 
pointed with things mundane, and the greater part of 
my youthful innocence may have been fupplanted by 
a knowledge of evil, yet the fweet remembrance of 
that tttle grl ftill remains freih in my memory, and I 
never vifit that village without going to her Lttle green 
grave under the cyprefs tree, and, perhaps, flieddlng 
a tear over it. 



Isnim's IfeilffSJ^feg. 



lANIM feid to himfelf one day, "I am 
determined to be happy in defiance of all 
obftacles," and when he happened to look 
out into the ftreet, he beheld his darling 
and only fon run over by a carriage driven by a 
drunk coachman. 

" Oh !" cried Janim, « what a misfortune — is this, 
my poor boy lame for life, and all through the 
ftupidity of a wretch who had imbibed too much 
liquor ! How is it ? " he exclaimed more vehemently 
than before — for his fon's cries from his undergcnng 
an operation in the next room reached his ears — 
" how is it man is fo dependant for his happlnefs on 
his fellow men, who ftrive to make him milerable? " 
But when his blood turned cooler and the excitement 
of the moment had gone, and his Ton's fcreams 
cealed to rend his heart, his philofophy returned to 
him, as he fat in his eafy chair by the comfortable 
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ftudy fire, fipping a delightful beverage called 
*' punch/' and he flowly reafoned aloud thus : " Man 
is prone to run into evil. Take away the legs from 
man and you curtail his vices. My fon has a greater 
chance of getting into heaven without his legs than 
with them. I now perceive the hand of pro^dence 
in the circumftance, and bow before the Univerfal 
Dilpofer of events," and he took another fip of the 
nice drink, and Tank back amcmgft the cufhions of his 
chair. 

Janim was quickly aroufed from his voluptuous 
reverie by a loud knocking at the front door. He 
carefully wrapped his fur dreffing-gown round his 
body, lighted a candle, arid went to fee what was the 
matter. As he traverfed the paflages, the knocking 
waxed louder and louder ; but our philofopher did 
not haften his dignified pace. It does not become a 
man who has unvdled nature and looked into the laws 
of heaven, to be furprifed at anything. 

He opened the door only a minute or two before it 
would have been driven in, and on the fteps he faw 
a dozen of his friends, who were all eagerly proclaiming 
fomething to him, which from their voices not founding 
on the fame key he could not underftand. 

" Gentlemen," (aid Janim, " You fee I am calm, 
what is it ? " 

One cleverer than the reft anfwered quickly before 
the others had time to open their months, ** Your 
wife has eloped with Afhnu." 

" Your wife has eloped with Aftinu," repeated the 
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other gentlemen, determined to publifli the unpleafant 
news as often as their too quick neighbour. 

" Well, gentlemen, I have to thank you for the 
information, but you might have told me it as well to- 
morrow morning. I ftiall go to fleep — ^good night." 

Now Janim was a great art critic, and worfhipped 
the beautiful ; indeed fome of his contemporaries 
alleged that the fupremely lovely had got between 
him and his wits. With that we have nothing to do. 
We know that if every madman was to have chains, 
the greater part of the land would certainly be covered 
by a large lunatic afylum, and that there would be an 
immenfe number of high offices vacant 

Janim was in the zenith of his fame, when he 
beheld one day in the fmall city of Heth, lying on the 
banks of the river Beth, a beautiful maiden tripping 
neatly along. Janim's attention was arretted by the 
lady's finile. The maiden had heard of Janim and of 
his love for the beautiful, and flie lifted up her drels 
two inches higher, and expofed to Janim's enraptured 
gaze a charming ankle. 

" I give gold for paintings, I muft give my hand for 
the pofTeffion of this beautiful female," faid Janim. 

So they were married ; and after Afhnu had liftened 
to the fublime art lefTons of Janim, fhe bore a fon, the 
child that had become lame. 

" This is marvellous work," faid Janim, neverthelefs 
he kept his own counfel, and trufted in providence. 

Afhnu, the bell pupil of Janim, was alfo a great 
lover of the beautiful ; but the people faid he would 
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never venture under a riddle where there were only 
chaff; he liftened attentively to theleftures of Janim, 
and adored Janim's wife, and was extremely fond of 
Janim's child. 

Janim was greatly pleafed to fee his wife and fon 
noticed fo much ; he exhibited her to his friends on 
the fame principle as he ftiewed his grand painting of 
"The Stone and Leaves ; " and he lent her frequently 
for a model. 

Aflinu often availed himfelf of the privilege ; and if 
Janim happened to enter the painting-room when his 
wife's drefs was unartiftically difarranged, he would 
place the folds of the gorgeous velvet correftly, 
expofing more of the lady's bofom, and trippingly 
retire, faying, '* Aflinu, Aflinu, you muft immortalize 
fiich perfeftion of beauty." 

So flie was gone, and Janim true to his refolve, 
confoled himfelf with this refleftion, " She would 
fade ; a painting is better than a woman. I fliall 
purchafe the * Two Bricks and Snail ' to-morrow." 

But his philofophy was a little fliaken when he 
read the following note, which he could fcarcely 
underftand : — - 

** Give my mother y who will deliver thisy and who 
will explain to you that the child could never have been 
yoursy my dear, dear boy; and I may perhaps caufe 
Apinuy who defires that your Jhadow may never be 
lefsy to paint him for youy which you will of courfe 
conftder of more value than the child himfelf You 
will remember this great truth which I always have 
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in view, you imprejjed it fo often, and fo di/iinBly on our 
minds, * that mortals die, but paintings become immortal,* 

" SUSA ASHNUr 

" Cool," faid Janim, after reading the above letter, 
and paufing a fingle minute at the fignature, '*Cool, 
very cool ; ' Sufa Afhnu.' I did certainly think the age 
of miracles was paft. And thefe little nets of afFeftion, 
they but tend to drag man into feeling, and through 
feeling into mifery. Take the child, madam, it fcreams 
fo abominably, I was confident it could not be mine ; 
'The Bricks and Snail ' in the height of perfeftion, 
hangs on my wall for ever." 

Janim adores Gothic architefture, and had reared 
for himfelf with unfurpafTed care and negligence, fix 
ftories of fantaftic building; fuch windows, and gables, 
and roof, and great and fmall efFefts, no human being 
had ever the good fortune to behold before in one work. 

This building became the talk of the univerfe, and 
Janim's philofophy got lofl: in his pride. '^ I create," 
he faid, " the wonders of the world." 

And thefe fix ftories of Gothic architefture became 
fo dear to him that he forgot entirely his wife and 
child, and omitted to think about a God. 

But the moment of triumph is often the hour of 
defeat. ' 

Janim after carefully going over his houfe with a 
wax candle and retiring to reft on a bed of down, was 
awakened in the middle of the night by cries of " Fire, 
fire," and by fome foldiers pricking him with the 
ooints of their bayonets. 
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Janim bewildered with the glare of the flames, the 
noife of the people, and the wounds the foldiers had 
made in his unoffending body, could only exclaim as 
he buttoned his troufers and put a piftol in each 
pocket — (they had powder, but no ball), "Hallo, 
good people, what is the meaning of all this ? " 

The crowd, ever ready to publifh misfortune, 
anlwered, " Janim, Janim, your Gothic building is on 
flames ; " and then, as they were not intereiled in the 
conflagration, laughed. 

The building was foon reduced to afhes, and on 
the morrow nought remained of the " wonder of the 
univerfe," but a few gilded weathercocks. 

^^ ^^ *i^ ^v 

" Can you tell me what was the caufe of this great 
fire ?" afked a Dutchman of an Italian, as they met at 
the ruins. 

*' There are numerous reports, but the one I believe 
is this," replied the Italian. *^ This, you will know, 
was the wondrous building erefted by Janim. It 
was a miracle of art, as well as a mountain of 
fooMmefs. Janim not Satisfied with erefting a 
building in a particular flyle, muft decorate it with 
wild fancies of his own. He conceived the entirely 
new idea of covering the walls with colored papers, 
and lafl: night one of the band of the foldiers of the 
watch, in* want of a light for his pipe, tore off an 
inch or two of the paper on Janim's walls, and as he 
ftruck a light with his fteel, a Ipark alighted on a 
rofe-colored banner, covering a hideous hole near 
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the corner ftone. The rofe-colored banner took 
fire, and the flames quickly fpread to other banners 
concealing other defefts, and foon the whole ftrufture 
was in a blaze, and what you now fee, is all that 
remains of Janim's work/' 

The Dutchman fpat twice at the ruins and went to 
Yorkfhire by exprefs train to paint a bull, a cow, and 
a woman. 

The Italian flirugged his fhoulders at both the 
Dutchman and Janim's aflies, and departed to the 
palaces of the nobles, in fearch of a Madonna for his 
Holy Family, 

As for Janim, he has not made up his mind what 
to think of his three misfortunes ; fometimes he weeps 
and at other times laughs, and occafionally he is heard 
whifpering to his nearefl: neighbours, ^* Don't you 
think it good fun ? Is not this the befl: of all poflible 
worlds ? " 



f |( Cimfessiims of %ttmm\ litjsjffmej!. 

JI'lIVIAL things do not difcourage mej 
oppoHtloQ only makes me more tenacious 
of my point. 

But it generally happens that I prick 
myfelf on the point I have fo induftrioufly won, and 
when the little drops of blood begin to ooze out of 
the wound I (incerely regret my ftupid couduft. 

But Solomon was not perfect, you know. I have 
fbme little failings, I own ; who has not ? 

Now amongft all thefe great men of ancient days, 
Solomon is my particular ilar ; whether it is for his 
unerring wifdom, or his then, and perhaps now, 
unfurpafTed magnificence, or for his beautiful collec- 
tion of ladies, I cannot teU. 

The ftory of Sheba's Queen's vifit to Iiim, and his 
ingenmty in difcovering the natural flowers from the 
waxen, firft attrafted me to hhn when a child ■, then 
his building of the Temple arrefted my attention, and 
latterly thefe charming longs. 
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If ever king loved a woman, Solomon did, and how 
nicely he turns us out all the windings of the fofter 
paflion — ^if ever king quaffed to the very dregs a full 
cup of pleafure, Solomon did — ^if ever king was wife 
from perfonal experience of human nature, Solomon 
was — if ever king was wearied of life and its many 
joys, Solomon was. 

Said he not thefe everlafting words, " Vanity of 
vanities, all is vanity ?" 

Now, I am convinced I have my own (hare of 
wifdom, and I wifh to benefit my lefs gifted fellow 
creatures — ^why (hould a light be placed under a 
bufhel? But when I commence to give them my 
advice in calm meafured tones and in fomething like 
the following words, they laugh, and fay ** Bye, bye, 
Jerry," or "Ta, ta, Jerry." Infatuated mortals ! 

" Well now let us calmly look at all fides of the 
queftion, without being prejudiced to <one fide or 
another — fift the whole matter to the bottom, until 
all myftery is fpread out- in the face of day, and 
then judge, keeping in remembrance the memorable 
examples of Solomon, that great law-giver. You fay 
the thing is trivial, let me tell you there is nothing in 
this world fo mean as to be trifling ; nothing of {o 
little moment to man as to caufe him to pafs over it ; 
nothing — ^" 

But they generally leave me when I get this length, 
and fometimes before I have well begun. 

Now, I appeal to you, ladies and gentlemen, is not 
the above good fenfe and worthy of the clofefl attention. 
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If they had waited longer fo much the better for 
themfelves ; they fhall yet repent their careleflhefs, 
when I am not near to give them advice. 

I have come to the conclufion that human nature is 
made up of bundles of contrarities — of a fad mixture 
of bad and good qualities — of many afkings for what 
it has not, and much not caring for what it poflefles. 

As inftances of this — 

When a certain individual (I have a good mind to 
name him), who, as a rule, decamps as foon as I begin 
advifing him, has talked with me a fliort time without 
getting the benefit of my opinions, he always fays 
** Give me your advice, Jerry — ^where is Solomon ? " 
They will know me better through time. There is a 
poffibility of being in advance of the age. No man is 
a prophet in his own country. 

Two days ago I faw one lad learning another the 
beats of the drum on a ftone. I met a city miflionary 
laft night, and he told me he was bufily engaged 
ftudying theology — out of Milton's " Comus " and 
Byron's "Don Juan." 

I have feen a man playing the fiddle on a tin 
whiftle. Another man writes his love letters with 
his toes. 

If you vnSi the governor to tip you, don't you 
appear flufti of money ? 

Mamma loves her darling Tom, becaufe he is fuch 
a nice, quiet boy ; ftie does not know, poor woman, 
that outfide he goes under the nom de plume of Powder- 
flafli. 
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It is not madam ; but it leems. 

Shakfpeare, that big gun of poetry is. a myth to me^ 
Was he not a Ruffian, and did he not write leading 
articles in the Times ? 

I have feen Romeo and Juliet go through their 
melting fcenes in capital Rufs, and I opened the 
Times one day and found a fcene from Richard III. in 
the firft article. 

The ftreet boy, who is not to be gulled, fees through 
your humbug, puts his thumb to his face's projeftive, 
and whifpers in your ear, '* Very like a whale." 

You attend a meeting of the direftors of the 
propofed Never End Railway. The chairman makes 
a long fpeech in its favour ; the vice-chairman ditto, 
ditto ; Sir John Vevan Jenks a longer one contra; and 
after that, half a dozen gentlemen try their oratorical 
powers. Some of them are fo amazed at their 
own glibnefe (the railway is to pafs through their 
property), that they try to fpeak four at a time ; but as 
they had never praftifed together, the notes jar and the 
tune is loft, and nothing but a found like that of a 
ftream daihing over jagged rocks is heard. A duet 
is attempted, but it alfo fails, and fjence reign6 
through that, but a moment before, ftormy faloon. 

But this quiet cannot continue ; lomething muft be 
done, and done it is, and in glorious words too. The 
chairman jumps from his chair, hits the table a hard 
blow with his hand, and exclaims, ** To be or not to 
be, that is the queftion." 

In a grove on the banks of the blue Mofelle I heard 
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a love fcene, tender, very, and with confequences too, 
for the young lady, who was as beautiful a creature as 
ever peopled the paradife of a Mahomet, or the opium 
imag^atibn of a De Quincey, was won. How I 
envied the pofleflbr ! 

He opened the fcene with — 

*^ Oh that I nvere a glove upon that handy 
That I might touch that cheek" 

In the climax, exclaimed paflionately — 

** Lady^ by yonder hlejfed moon^ I xweary 
That tips nvithfdver all thefe fruit tree tops!* 

And the young man faid in the end, 

^^ O blejfedy hlejfed nighty I am afraid; 
Being in nighty all this is but a dreamy 
Toojlatteringyfweety to be fubftantialj* 

How can I underfland Shakfpeare when I meet 
him in all places, in fb many different guifes ? 

How can any but an immortal man be everywhere, 
and exift through all ages ? 




T publUber informs me that notlung but 

original articles take now-a-days, as if 

the litterateurs had not long ago fwept 

clean the palaces of thought, and left us 

only — what? is it nothing? no, for nothing has been 

engaged fmce bulk was conceived in nonentity, and a 

God faid let there be light. 

Original ware, you fay, is not the idea itfelf — rather 
ftrlking in the middle of the nineteenth century j but 
I am defirous of pleafmg you ; but tell me, only 
^ve me the leail hint of the whereabouts of this 
unwrought material. 

You know heaven, bell, and purgatory are 
expoled in Dante for 5s.; the minds of men in 
Shakfpeare for 4s. 6d. ; and the Manners and 
Cufloms of all Nations for 3s. 6d. Shall I fack the 
earth for an unknown paflion, or patent a new 
pleafure ? Have not all flowers been culled, and all 
Iweets exirafted, and everything new made known ? 
I verily believe that honey is to have no oppofition ; 
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that we are to have nothing better than turtle foup ; 
that the end of the world is at hand (is it not^ 
Cumming?) — that we are to be provided with 
no additional fuper-mundane things — that the earth 
has bared her womb and given up the whole hiftory 
of its fecret conftruftion to man — ^that idee is to 
aflume no new fliape^ and religion no other form 
than that of fanatic revivals. 

This is a difficult tafk you have g^ven me. I once 
thought of writing a romance, but I find the choiceft 
ground on earth, and the beft places in the heavens 
occupied — quite full — ^fome ftanding at the door and 
knocking in vain for admittance. 

Voltaire you know took to the larger ftars, Poe 
fent his chinaman to the moon. Swift endowed horfes 
with reafbn, and Mrs. Shelley built a man. 

Let me pitch on the lonelieft ifland in the Mediter- 
ranean, and there you will find Monte Chrifto with 
his hatchis and his Greek flave, who is a princels ; on 
the purple hued uplands of Scotland, and Rob Roy 
with his Ellen,Dugald creatur, and Bdllie Nicol Jarvie 
of the Sautmarket, Glaifgow, ftarts up from his bed 
of heather ; on the priibn, and the immortal Picciola 
rifes to view; on the palace, and Ainfworth cries, 
** Hold that is mine/' Gx)per has poffeffion of the 
fea with all its phafes, and even the grave is inhabited. 
I am fick of thefe old old hiftories of feeling and 
aflion — 18 there nothing, nothing new ? 

Lamenting thus the dearth of marvels below and 
above, ana deipairing of ever bdng able to compofe 
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another line, we haflily packed up our portmanteau 
and threw ourfelves into the train for London. But 
wonders, like angel's vifits, come unawares, and we 
have ftill hopes of writing thefe hundered volumes'. 

From Perth to Carlifle I had the compartment of 
the railway carriage to myfelf. When the train 
ftarted from Carlifle I was no longer alone, but had an 
old gentleman and young lady feated oppofite me in 
the end feats \ the centre feat on their fide, is filled 
with their wrappers and luggage. The old gentleman, 
who is very fat, has a round face, a bald head, and 
who is always finiling, and I got into converfadon at 
once, but the young lady £ud not a word and was 
never referred to. But let me here fay that I heard 
the young lady was dead, otherwdfe I would not 
have confented to this publicity of her fufiering. 

I wondered at the young lady's filence, the more io^ 
becaufe ihe was very beautiful and had the prettieft lips 
and teeth I ever beheld. She did not feem more than 
fixteen years of age. She amufed herfelf by dra^mg a 
houfe. I attributed the lady's filence to pride, and 
began to regret that I was fo infignificant, as to be 
unworthy of her nodoe. ft was eafily feen that fhe was 
no commonplace creature; fhe handled her pencil with 
the freedom of a matured ardfl, and a moft intricate 
Gotlnc building was bdng rapidly created. Her youth, 
her charming geflures, beautifully formed perfoa, gay 
drefs, and over the whole a fhade of profound melanp- 
choly, would have interefled the moft infenfiWe. 

At Prefton the oW g^ntlemaa afked me " If I was 
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going out ? '* and on my faying '*No/' left as, as he 
faid, " To get fome refrefhments.** Before he went 
to the refrefhment rooms, I faw him ipeaking with 
the train conduftor, who immediately came and locked 
our carriage door. *< He is afraid to lofe his beautiful 
companion," I laid to the lady. 

She flared at me, but faid nothing. 

<< He is afraid to lofe his beautiful companion,'' I 
repeated. 

" Houfe,'* fhe whifpered. 

*' A pretty flation-houfe.'* 

'* Houfe ! " flie exclaimed, " The houfe mufl be 
wed," ((he quickly took off her bonnet and unloofed 
her long black curls and fhook them out on her 
fhoulders). << Houfe ! The windows muft be cleaned 
and opened," (fhe fhut her eyes and wiped their lids,and 
then lifted them up). << Houfe ! The door muft be 
p^ted and the hall papered,'^ (fhe pafled her 
handkerchief over her coral lips, and appeared to 
plafler fomething infide her little mouth). ^' Houfe ! 
The walls mufl be — " 

To my great pleafure the old gentleman returned 
at tlus mom^it, and I looked at the lady and then at 
ium inquiringly. He finiled, fhook his head, and 
whHpered, « Houfe ? ** 

I nodded. 

^ Lunatic,'' he faid. 

You can im^^e my grief. 



arrived at Rothefay laft night in the 
fteam-boat " Riidiven," and went to vifit 
my relations, who are here for the fummer, 
this mommg, and was much annoyed to 
find only my couJin at home. 

Imagine a young lady, of a talllfh figure, good 
complexion (plenty of red), blue eyes, and fair hair, 
dreJGng, afting, and fpeaking, as much like a man as 
poffible, and you have apiftureofcoufiuBellja uame 
by the way, (he detefted. " Ifabella, if you pleafe," flie 
would fay, and be the next moment heard exclaiming 
with her loud vrace, " I fay, Fred, Is there any good 
realba why ladies fhould not finoke cigars, drive 
fVeam^^ngnes," or fome combuftible thing of that fort. 
Nature, I am fure, once defigned her for a maa and 
had made her a woman to teft fome private theory. 
Perhaps the fickle godels had then fome thoughts 
of taming men into petdcoats and aprons, and women 
into top boots and machintolhes. Who knows ? 
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Whea I look around me in the ball-room, the 
theatre, the ftreet, or m the home, not a fingle iota of 
fyftem can I difcover, and a moft comprehenfive word 
arifes in inward view, chance, 

I narrowly watch the aftions of the human race, 
before and behind the curtain — appearances, and 
another moft comprehenfive word comes alongfide 
chance — deftiny, 

^ Well, old boy, how are you this morning," faid 
Bell, who was in riding coftume, and was plaidng 
fome whipcord when I entered. 

" Are you going out ? I will not detain you,** I faid. 

" You are very kind — ^I am in no hurry — fit down. 
Did you hear that ftrange report ? " 

« No, what ? '* 

" Some people are fb very commonplace. I like 
daring things, don't you ?'* And fhe began cracking 
her whip, fomedmes within an inch or two of my 
face. 

« Very much, efpedally in young ladies.*' 

^ I intend writing immediately, a large volume on 
the decadence of men." 

«' I hope you won't afk me to correft the grammar 
and fpelling." 

<'Get out with you, you old thing (I am only 
nineteen.") 

•* I was juft going," I faid. 

« You fhan't go j don't think to efcape me in that 
manner/* and fhe placed her back to the door, 
making her whip go into figure eights. 



50 Hooks for Thoughts, 

'* You could never guefs what it is, I'll "wager/* 

*^ Some people are fo very commonplace/' I replied. 

« Guefs, man, and fhew that you have Ibme Ipirit." 

** Perhaps you have got your worfted arranged.** 

" Worfted ! Such an idea,'* and fhe laughed 
prodigioufly. 

^ You can at laft play a tune on the piano correftly." 

'* To the deuce with pianos — ^I hate them." 

<* You underftand the globes." 

«' Globes ! Fiddlefticks ! ! " 

** Well, I have it." 

''What?'' 

«' You can Ipell hippopotamus." 

<< Yes I can," and Ihe Ipelt, paufing between every 
letter, m-o-n-k-e-y ! 

Now (he began to caper round the room, finging 
very much out of tune — 

" The feoj thefeoj the open fea^ 
The bluey thefrejhy the ever free ; 
Without a marij without a bound. 
It runneth the earth's wide region round; 
It plays nvith the clouds y it mocks thejkiesy 
Or like a cradled creature lies. 
rm an thefea, fm on thefea, 
1 am where I would ever be. 
With the blue above and the blue below y 
Andftlence wherefo^er I go. 
If aformjhould come and awake ihe deep. 
What matter f IJhall ride andpep.'^ 

Tlie fea! Could this rumour refer to Janet 
Shelley ? 
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« What is this report, Ifabella ? " 
" You have forgotten fomething.'* 
«* Something ? ^ 
*' The Bell— '* 

** / lovey how I love to ride 
On the fierce y foamtngy bur/Kng tide. 
Where every mad wave drowns the moon^ 
And whyiles aloft its tempejl tune; 
And tells how goeth the nvorld below j 
And why the fouth^weft wind doth bhw,^ 

<« Do give over that ftufF/' I faid, « This rumour 
does not refer to that beautiful lady and bad looking 
man who fat next us in the * Ruthvea' " 

"* Yes it does though \ that little lady has eloped 
with that brilliant looking man in his yacht^ 



i% 



** / never was on the dully tamejhore^ 
But I loved the great fea more and more^ 
And backward Jlew to her billowy breafty 
Like a bird thatfeeketh her mother's neli — 
And a mother Jhe was and is to me^ 
For I was bom on the open fea** 

*' That bad looking man is not clever, Bell/' 

" Of courfe not, in your eyes. I am fure he can 
do a thing or two, which you would never dare to 
think oir 

^ He makes miflakes at all events/' 

•'How?*' 

" He fhould have carried you off." 

** And left you that infignificant thing I fuppofe,*' 
and ihe finUhed her fong in a horrible bafs voice. 



52 Hocks for Thoughts. 



** The waves nuere white j and red the morn. 
In the noify hour when I was born; 
The whale it whiftledy theporpoife roWdy 
And the dolphins bared their backs of gold ; 
And never was heard fuch an outcry wild. 
As welcomed to life the ocean child, 
/ have lived Jince then in calm andjlrifcy 

,, Full fifty fummers a rover's life y 
With wealth tofpendy and power to range ^ 
But never have fought orfighedfor change ; 

• And death y whenever he comes to me, 
Shall come on the wide unboundedfea ! " 

** You can go now," fhe exclaimed. 

** Thank you; you are improving immenfely in 
finging,'* I faid, as I was opening the door with the 
key fhe had juft ^ven me. 

«StopP* 

" Another fong ? '* 

*^ Can you ride ? ** 

** I believe I can.*' 

" Well you can get Bayard (her own horfe), and 
I fliall ride Recklefs (a huge favage brute of her 
father's). I will allow you to accompany me." 

•' How very condefcending." 

** Hypocrite, you know you hate me." 

'* May I offer you a cigar." 

" Get out with you, you old nafty thing,** flie laid, 
trying to reach me with the lafli of her whip. 

I accompanied her in the hope of learning more 
about Janet Shelley. 

After conilderable trouble I at length made out 
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what report was being circulated amongft the 
inhabitants of Rothefay. 

It was this-— 

That two years ago an eflate was to be fold near 
Helenfburgh. The day of fale came, and, in the 
crowd in the auftion room, in Edinburgh, there 
might have been feen a little, nervous, old man, with 
ftiarp gray eyes, and gray hair, drefTed in neat black 
clothes, and having a narrow band of crape round his 
litde white hat. The upfet price of the eftate was 
£24,000. After a brifk competition it was knocked 
down to the old man. Reference, as is ufual in 
fiich cafes, was afked. The old man could give none. 
No one in the room knew him. All eyes were now 
turned on him. He did not appear to like this. He 
went up to the audlioneer and faid, ^',1 am aftranger; 
if the agent comes with me to a banker I fhall arrange 
for payment.'* This was better than reference. The 
eftate pafTed into the old man's hands. He entered 
into pofTeJdion at once. The manfion-houfe was 
already beautifully furniflied. He was accompanied 
by his wife and daughter. He had married twice. 
His daughter was by the firft marriage. For a while 
all went on fmoothly enough. About a year after they 
had taken pofleffion of the eftate, the village people 
began to ftiake their heads and whifper to each other 
that everything was not right up there. The wife, 
who was the firft wife's lady's maid, had been 
frequendy feen to meet a man in the parkj the 
daughter to take a man in by the window, (this I do 
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not believe, and you may attribute its origin to Belly. 
The old man, who had always been eccentric, 
commenced to wear Ipeftacles and grow more and 
more irritable, lefe and lefs endurable. The fervants 
changed at every term. A fortnight ago, the wife 
difappeared. On Monday the daughter was not to 
to be found. Strongly believed that the daughter 
came to Rothelay and eloped with a gentleman in his 
yacht. That the old man, who had been fearching 
for his wife without fuccefs, was now feeking for his 
daughter with a like refult. 

The country is beautiful to behold, but its trees and 
flirubs drop poifon, on a ground everywhere dotted 
with ilhakes, lurking amongft the flowers, which are 
alfo tainted, or bafking on the furze covered banks of 
the river, tenanted by the crafty crocodile, fierce 
alligator, and large eels, frightful to behold, as they 
flioot up their ferpent like heads above the furface of 
the flimy, flowly moving water, on which water a 
boat manned by galley flaves is being rowed to a 
maffive prifon, a fliort diftance off- — ^in the boat a young 
man is being lafhed into aftivity, and if you fliould 
have the curiofity to inquire into the hiftory of this 
convift, the jailor will tell you that he is the notorious 
(windier, who once purchafed an eftate in Scotland, 
and whofe famous charafter was the part of a nervous 
old man. 



In iam i\t Sjirif-tajytrs ^mmm ^ath 

IjORD CHESTERnELD having been fum- 
moned by the fpirit-rappers, was politely 
requefted to give them his opinioa of the 
moft prominent features of the age, and 
bring a fpirit, and having accordingly modes of motion 
inacceflible to men, his LordfhJp was enabled to report 
the refult of his inquiry ere the/eance was concluded. 

The preliminary three knocks were given, and the 
report proceeded in the ufual way. 

His Lordlhip had been to Exeter Hall, the Opera, 
the Theatre, and the Houfe of Commons, and had 
done the talking fifti. 

Before beginning bufinefs, his Lordftiip rapped, I 
have to requeft that all portraits of my perJbn may 
be deflroyed, as I am not inclined (three vigorous 
knocks) to get mixed up with the low people I fee at 
every corner. Portrait painting muft have degenerated 
fince Joftiua died — left Turner and Reynolds fitting 
on 3 doad tefting (bme new colours. 

HisLordflupbringpadfiedonthis point, began with — 

Exeter Hall. 
Uoufe denlely crowded. Sat on a comer of the 
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Ipeaker's defk. He was a little fat man with a very 
loud voice. He illuftrated the fermon on the mount 
with a fcene from Macbeth. No points of doftrine 
difputed — a decided improvement.* He ended the 
difcourfe with the Scotch proverb, ** It's an' ill 
wind that blaws naebody good." Next difcourfe is 
adv^rtifed, ** Cheap and good wine, fold here, who 
will buy ? " Who will difpute now, that there is no 
conneftion between the theatre and the pulpit ? 

Opera. 

The opera is changing its ftiape for the worfe, 
rapped Lord Chefterfield. Compofers no longer 
produce connefted dramas. They confult the wifties 
of the leading tenor before the public's. This is the 
mechanifm of the modern opera. A number of un- 
meaning fongs are fet to very intricate mufic. A few 
beautiful, perhaps, fcenes are imagined, with acceflbry 
charafters and coftumes, wherein it is barely poflible 
the events might have taken place ; and if the leading 
fingers are contented with their portions, the thing is 
an opera, and will probably achieve a fuccefs. The 
public doat on things they don't underftand. They alfo 
like fuggeftive things. Th6 modern opera being moft 
intricate (in meaning), is a nice compliment to their 
intelleftual power ; but if it is piftures of certain kinds 
of life as it ought to be, I ftiall tell you who is the 
author of the Junius' letters, or take a meffage from 

you to burly Johnfon whom I ftill deteft. 
* * * * 

It was fuggefted here, to afk if Dr. Johnfon had 
anything to do with didlionaries in the (piritual world, 
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but as this queftion might have hurt the feelings of 
liOrd Chefterfield, it was put afide and his Lordfhip 
entered into the Theatre. 

The theatre is lofing its power — ^upholfterer is 

ufurping the place of the aftor. Drama of aftion and 

thought is being fupplanted by that of facetious talk. 

Laft tragedy produced fbme time ago. Shaklpeare 

cut down to fuit private opinion. [Six ejaculations.^ 

His fcenes ftufFed full of water, furniture, boats, and 

rooms. Modern drama, adapted from the French. It 

depraves the taftes of the people. It affords no 

inftruftive leflbn. It is like a foap bubble, prefs it 

and it diiappears. 

* * * * 

His Lordftiip appeared to be in a hurry at this point 

of the report, for the rapping became louder and 

quicker to the end. 

House of Commons. 

Parliament, like Jerufalem, has had its rife and fall, 

now on the decline \ party Ipirit pulling its ufefulnefs 

to tatters. One party get their feats with gold, which 

is bribery ; another party with an idea of peace, which 

is humbug; a third party by talking loudly about 

reform, for which no one is prepared. International 

theories formed, at which praftical men laugh. 

Budgets ifliied, praifed, and recalled. An empire is 

prompted to revolt by greafe. Millions of pounds 

annually fpent on the followers of Confudus. 

Soldiers get acddently dothed in rags. Candidates for 

ofHce tefted by public examination, which is no gauge 

of ability. But thefe matters are too unimperfonal,, 
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for to gain the attention of the modern M.P. A pun, 
a jeft, the yerfe of a fong, the arrangement of the hair, 
or a new pofture, is of more importance. His 
philofophy, " The machine will laft out my time." 

^ ^F ^h *f* 

There was Aill another fubjeft to fpeak upon, but 
his Lordftiip appeared to have forgotten it. He was 
gently rapped into remembrance, ** What about the 
Talking Fifti, your Lordftiip ?" 

To which his Lordftiip replied, ** Palmerfl:on/' 

We could not fee the conne(ftion between Her 
Majefl:y's prime minifter and the talking fifti, and 
announced as much to Lord Chefl:erfield in a neat 
fentence, and this is the anfwer, *' Bofti, I am off* to 
Naples to fee young Bomba ftarting for Gaeta." 

So far everything had gone well 5 the knockings 
had been carefully counted and worded in the dark, 
by Mr. Home. 

But it was very odd that each fubjeft had its own 
mufical accompaniment. 

Exeter Hall had a barrel organ playing ^* Poor Dog 
Tray ;" the Opera^ a violin, difcourfing a- feleftion of 
Englifti airs by an eminent compofer ; the Theatre, a 
bafs fiddle, grating out nothing particular ; Parliament 
was rapped about to the found of a drum and apoftman's 
horn, and the feance was broken up to the fublime 
mufic of a penny whifl:le. 

A few chairs had changed places, half a bottle of 
wine was gone, tafted perhaps by the exhaufted Lord 
Chefterfield, and a door of the room was open, but 
that was all. 



%\t gutabwgrap^s ssi |ofen lamts $m^\t. 

a OW I am an ill-uled peribn. 

[ am not addifted to drinking £ne 
cognac brandy or Bafs's pale ales in 
incredible quantJdes, nor to fmoking coal 
h6le pipes by the hour, nor to Winking and fmirking 
at every young lady I meet I do not indulge in 
Samian potations out of dead men's crahiums — I 
generally go to bed nightly, and to church every 
Sunday, and yet I am an ill-ufed perfoa 

I have never betn tried by a learned JBdge and jury 
for felony ; I have not the eyes of a dragon or a balilifk, 
though Ibme of my friends (heaven lave me from them), 
pretend to fee unufual gleams in theJe organs ; I never 
fnuff but what I fneeze ; I have no partiality for 
human blood, and I never to my own knowledge 
was a fubjeft of the King of the Cannibal Iflands; yet, 
notwithftanding all this, I am a terribly ill-ufed member 
of fociety. 

I feam my hair In the middle of my head, wear 
long, bufhy whilkers, lifp when I talk, mince when I 
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walk, and hum an air from La Traviata a la Piccolo- 
mini when I fit down. I have golden rings^ golden 
pins, and golden chains, and my drefe is exquifitely 
brilliant, yet the ariftocracy perfift in not noticing me. 

My dignity is hatted at every ftep — fome bouncing 
creature is fiire to meet me everywhere, roaring in 
the diftance, <* Well, Johnny, how goes it ?" 

Fancy dignity, with the name of Johnny. 

My hatred for certain individuals is intenfe, and 
they go about the ordinary affairs of life and treat me 
as coolly as if immortal difgrace never dropped from 
a combination of ink and quill. 

Everything I doat on, flies my adoring grafp. 

Love fhirked me with a cold, '* No, I hate you," 
into the arms of a goofe : my paifion for iherry 
decamped at a railway flation not fifty miles from 
Perth — -in the ftiape of dregs of ale bottles and a little 
brimftone \ friendfhip, the communion of the gods, 
turned its back upon me — about a bad fixpence, and- 
peace I never poflefled. How often have I whilpered 
to myfelf— (do not turn it over ladies), "Am I not fome 
condemned Ipirit, doomed to wander unrej(llefs,forlorn, 
aad without, hope, for a certain number of years 
through this wicked world." 

" I will become learned," I faid to myfelf, and write 
books which fliall be the rage at Mudie's, and open the 
doors of Mary Fair to me — I fliall become the hero 
of boudoirs — (I never kiflfed a lady in my life) — be 
lionized at Almack's, the Clubs, and in Rotten Row, 
gnd then furely I can do anything. 
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Well, will you believe it ? Penna quite puzzled me 
—Alpha I could never make anything of (they faid it 
meant A, but how, I never could underftand) ; the 
French U gave me a fore throat for a month, fo I 
thought it better to drop it ; the Italian language at 
firft fight appeared eafier, but the Ts and E's foon got 
too powerful for me, they began to flare at me 
everywhere and I pve them up in defpdr. 

I began the fludy of hiflory, but the laws of 
Confucius were too much for me ; the atrocities of the 
early popedom fickened me, and the man with the 
iron mafk knocked me down. 

Perhaps poetry is my forte ; but when I looked 
narrowly into the conflruftion, it changed its eafy 
going appearance, quick as any chamelon, and afliimed 
a mofl abflrufe figure made up of new ideas (as if 
there were any) ; feet, imagpine feet, fjxjndees and 
daftyls, heathen names all, and as I am a rigid 
Chriflian I would not defile my hands with them. 

Men of genius are fometimes ignorant of their 
particular g^t for a confiderable period — chance often 
uncovers it — ^it is only by diligent fearch you can 
acquire the knowledge to reap any benefit from it. 

I am certainly not of the opinion of thofe men who 
fay that a genius ought to be able to throw a halo 
round all that he does, to invent a new machine and 
talk well, to find out an error in the Newtonian fyflem, 
and make a young lady fall in love with him ; fluff, 
as if thefe trifles (howed genius. 

« Novel is the thing," I murmured, and down I 
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fet to write three volumes, to be publiflied by Smith, 
Elder, and Company, which would make the Ipirit of 
Decameron turn pale (if there is fuch a thing 
allowed in the other world), and the author of '* What 
will he do with it ? "tremble for his laurels. 

It is very amazing that after making my clothes as 
loofe as poiSble, cafting afide my neck-tie, taking off 
my boots, tofling my hair into awful diforder, getting 
^ new gold pen, beautiful black ink, and a ream of 
creamy foolfcap, I could never write more than a 
fingle page, which an enemy faid was not even mine 
but M. Dumas, a name, by^the-by, I had not previoufly 
heard of. 

I turned my attention to the drama, and commenced 
a tragedy which was to rival Merope, but fome how 
or another I never was able to bring more than one 
perfon on the ftage, and he, like a parrot, only laid 
*« Bofti." 

Here for theprefent, my tale of woes muft end, for 
that perpetual impertinence, "Well, Johnny, how 
goes it ? " has juft been craflied into my poor ears, and 
the fcamp adds with a wondering look, '* Writing !" 

" You think I can't write ? " 

<« Humph, Johnny, alk me to take fome fupper 
and tofs thefe things into the fire/' 

Now, am I not a very ill-ufed perfon ? 




^ Spiimn latijiajt. 

gTfometimes happens that when parliament 
s diflblved and the Times has been 
mounted on a gridiron ; when Napoleon 
has not created a Solferino, after faying 
fomething particular to the Auftrian Ambaflador, 
or written a letter to his dear friend, Perfigny ; when 
the Saturday Review is nifticating, and Punrh gone 
up the Rhine ; when the weather is everything 
that can be defired; when no daring robliery has 
been enafted, nor no horrible murder been committed, 
nor no lady borne a monAer ; nor no cabbage, onion, 
or carrot, has attained gigantic dimenfions^ when no 
man has married his grandmother, or eloped wth 
his wife's fifter, or failed with a liability of a quarter 
of a million, that editors of country newfpapers have 
condderable difficulty in filling their columns. 

Then things, which nobody care about, afl\ime 
important paragraphs, fuch as — Wonderful Per- 
SE7ER4NCE. — An Organ-grinder played one hour and 
thirty-five minutes before our office door this morning, 
and went away quite fatisfled with three half-pence ; 
and matters of no confequence to any one, are let up in 
leading articles with titles, like the following, " Lorf* 
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John Ruffell and Reform ! " " Mrs. Jones and Cat," 
&c., &c. 

We have done ourfelves the pleafiire of compofing 
a Ipedmen paragraph to be ufed only in thefe cafes of 
emergency, and for which we expeft, and it is Uttle 
enough, favorable notices of this book. 

It is this, and I fay, printer, pray head it in leaded 

type— 

An Extraordinary Mtstery in the midst of 

us. — ^We had fome bulinefs engagements in the centre 

part of the town yefterday, and were en route (as a 

Frenchman would fay,) to fulfil them ; but when we 

were walking down the middle of High Street in a 

recklefs manner, having juft knocked off an epic poem, 

and daithed through our weekly contribution to Punch ; 

in faft, we felt capable of doing anything, from 

gau^ng infinitude, to piercing the veil of futurity ; from 

looking in at a window, to drinking ink. Well, to 

I'efume, when we were walking down the middle of 

the ftreet in that go-a-head way (as the Yankees put 

it), we beheld the parifti pump. 

Now the pump itfelf is not a wonderful pump, an 

ordinary pump, with the ufual catcb-me-if-you-dare 

handle attached to it. The pump flood where we 

have always feen it fland, and it did not appear to us 

(and we wore fpeftacles) to vomit wine or belch out 

beer, nor finoke a pipe, nor crack nuts, nor howl 

" Caller Herrin'," yet there was fomething ijayflerious 

about that pump. We gazed for a confiderable time 

vater giving thing, to the no fmall amazement 

ber of illiterate, unwafhed females, with dirty 
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children in their arms, walked round it with a fcore 
(which is equal to twenty) of ragged boys at our heels, 
whom we treated with ftoical indifFerence, worthy a 
Socrates 5 but notwithftanding all this, we failed to 
difcover wherein its unufual appearance lay, and to 
make the circumftance more myfterious ftill, when 
we approached the pump the ftrangenefs vanifhed, as 
if Signor Bofco had juft that moment pronounced a 
prefto. We tailed the liquid flowing from it, it feemed 
water •, meafiired its height and drcumference, they 
had not changed, and were about dropping the whole 
matter in delpair, when quick, as a flaih of lightning 
or the dafh-by of an exprefs train, a fubftance caught 
one of our feet and we were ftretched at all our length 
on the earth. 

But the purfuit of knowledge overcame phyfical 
fear. We arofe immediately and the great fecret was at 
length difclofed. Perfeverance overcomes all obftacles. 

Would you believe it, that within fix yards of that 
pump there were aftually a black fnail and a large 
turnip ? (the fnail tripped us and our head came againil 
the turnip). The turnip pofTefled an appearance of 
fbft fubftance moft naufeous to lee 5 the green leaves 
projefting from it looked fo much like the e^irit of 
fuch a number of our young men, that we were 
obliged to apply our handkerchief to our face to wipe 
away the tears caufed by our — slaughter. It is 
unfortunately our duty to inform you that the fiiail, 
which did not get out of the way died, and we went 
to keep our engagements a wifer man. 



%\t ^ssassmaiiim et '§s^akaa.* 

|nT is only by puriiiing a particular path we 
can gain a defired end. 

Divergiogs are only tlie turnings of the 
iame path. 

A man without method feldom fucceeds in anything j 
when he does fb, he muft ^ve chance the praife and 
not his own dexterity. 

Before framing any plan, the charafters of the 
perlbns concerned in it muft be well confidered ; 
imagination fhould fupply probable incidents, where 
feilure is agaioft and fuccefs with you, for which you 
educate your reafon to play a proper part. 

If you fail, you have the confoladoo of knowing 
that you have done everything that man could do. 

Things will go againft the moft craftily devifed 
fcheme as long as the world lafts, as we hear they 
did when we were yet unborn, the earth and ocean 
chaos, no fun, no moon, no ftars, in yonder heavens, 
and when Satan was the prime mlnifter of God. 
• Written in 1858. 
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If Archangel's projefts fail, fo well may man's ; 
But in all failures you will difcover fome good, 
In all fucceffes you vdll find fome bad. 

Good and evil are fo mixed together in this globe 
ot ours, and man is fo weak notwithftanding his pof- 
feffing an immortal foul, that when he prays he often 
blalphemes, and when he blafphemes he often prays. 

^p ^^ ^^ ^^ 

Ihfide the moft common form there exifts fomething 
myfterious. 

In a ftone there is its wonderful compofition 
made known by chemiflry ; in a man, his feelings 
laid bare by drcumftances. 

But the ftone may be lying in its fea-bed never to 
be feen by man \ the man may live, and die, and be 
buried, with the hiftory of his inner life unrevealed. 

The clofeft ties of relationfhip do not warrant an 
unreftrifted confidence. 

Have you not often thoughts, which, if fpoken, 
would make you an objeft of dilguft to your fellow 
creatures ? 

We all cloak our minds for daily wear, and the 
natural bias of them appears only to ferve a purpofe 
or when we are alone. 

^ Aloney it cannot be, for fpirits of the dead con- 
tinually ftirround the bodies of the living. 

This is a great and terrible truth. 

Have we not done dark deeds at which we would 
not have defired the prefence of a dead mother ? 
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Old things become new at a certain age. 
We live over again, in difFerent fhapes. 
Out of the debris of our bodies Iprings forth the 
fuflenance that propagates the human race. 

Nothing is loft, but everything is not recorded. 

ik Ik % ^ 

We fappofe what is taking place in heaven and hell. 
We watch and note the alterations going on in the 
firmament. Great ftorms have their chronicles. The 
world has memorials of its great changes and important 
events. Certain feas and particular lands expand and 
leflen their bound,and the caufesand efFeftsare written, 
and the fafts are handed from mind to mind, to the end. 
Each country, each town, each village, and fome- 
times particular houfes, and men, have their annals. 

But repeatedly we are told that no one can plumb 
the myftery of the two fpiritual worlds ; that other 
worlds paths are crooked and cannot be fathomed ; 
and every one knows that no one can tell whether 
thefe worlds only confift of earth, and rock, and 
water, or whether they are teeming with life like our 
own ; that fierce tornados fweep over lands untenanted 
by man; that the why and wherefore of fhiftiing 
feas and changing lands are often unclear to mortal 
eyes, that heroic deeds pafs uncared for in countries 
acknowledging a God and humanity \ and that if 
houfes could fpeak, they would unfold awful truths 
about men and women, which they of courfe will not 
willingly reveal of themfelves. 

Occafionally, however, thefe hiftories do creep out 
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of their darknefs into the world, leaving a long track 
of love or abhorrence behind. 

Love has unbofbmed the tale. 

Friendfhip has uncovered it. 

And a death-bed has preffed it out of tortured breafts. 

^^* •^fc w^ ^f^ 

In a dimly lighted room in Milan, Italy, four men 
whole faces were covered with mafks, and whole 
forms were enveloped in large cloaks, fet round on 
a table, on which were a map of Europe and a com* 
buftible Ihell. The walls of the room has neither 
paper nor piftures, they are not fuited for either, 
they are gliftening with damp, and here and there 
a fnail which the light has difconcerted, crawls flowly 
along the dirty furface, leaving a flimy track behind. 
The chairs and the table, the only furniture in the 
room, are of the plaineft material and workmanlhip. 
The room has one window, covered at prefent, with a 
Ihutter crofled with bars of iron, and two doors lined 
with iron, one on each fide of the room, as if it were 
fometimes neceffary for vifitors entering at one and 
leaving by the other ; very convenient you will lay, 
for men whofe aftions will not bear fcrutiny. 

But we will not judge thefe men without a hearing 
— let us liften. 

*' Forbear," exclaimed one who feemed to Ipeak 
with Ibme authority. " Let us not quarrel amongft 
ourfelves — better to clear the courfe before we 
attempt to run." 

*' True," faid a fecond with a fneer, " Some of us 
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will always fee obftacles and will always poftpone — 
poftpone, until now our land is no longer redeemable* 
Strange rumours are afloat, and men begin to fpeak of 
Italy with dire forebodings, as if the future had fome 
terrible deftiny for it" 

A third whifpered, " Let us be cautious, gentlemen ; 
time loft is fometimes time gained. I do not think the 
people are ripe for a revolution 5 they get accuftonied 
to their degrading bonds, and indolence laughs at 
patriotifm ; it will require foihe ftartling adtion to 
aroufe them from their lethargy/' 

The fourth individual was filent and le6med dfeep in 
thought. 

" Italy is ripe for freedom ; the furface appears 
calm, but probe it audit will emit fire arid curfes." 

" More likely a yawn and a turning to the other 
fide to fleep." 

" None of you are quite correft. In all lands there 
are men fo feeble as to fubmit to every oppreflion, and 
others, who but wait an opportunity to be free. 
Roufe the latter and give them the chance, and the 
others will quickly open their eyes to their debafe- 
ment/' 

** To what a low ftanding have we come amongft 
the nations of the earth," groaned one, " Italy and 
Greece, the fountains of wifdom and herbifm, dead." 

<« Sleeping." 

<* The fleep of death." 

"I truft not ; but amidft all this darknefs I cannot 
f«^ a fingle ray of light" 

Here is one," faid the fourth individual, who now 
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fpoke for the firft time, rifing from his chair and 
placing his hand on the fhell. 

*^ Where ? '' they exclaimed. 

« Here, the freedom of Italy irefts in this bomb." 

'«How? Explain." 

"Always projefts and no refults," muttered a 
fecond. 

** Be cautious, gentlemen," laid the third individual. 

" Patriots, nine months have rolled away lince we 
parted at Rome, and it feems we have met only to 
raife queftions and create no anlwers ; to dilpute 
amongft ourfelves, fo that our enemies may laugh at 
us, and well they may \ Holy Virgin, if four riien 
caniiot agree that Italy fhould be free, what will twenty- 
four millions think of it ?" 

<* Let us caft afide party feelings and party inclina- 
tions," the fourth fpeaker continued, " and flrive, and 
have faith in our ftrivings, after this glorious gift of the 
Almighty, freedom ! Time enough to divide the fifli, 
gentlemen, when they are in the net, at prefent they 
are out at fea, and the net is ftill on land 5 and the 
boat — the boat is here-^here in this bomb." 

" The bomb," exclaimed one. 

** Utopian bomb," muttered the fecond. 

** It looks hideous— ^it will not explode," laid the 
third. 

" But we muft agree and have perfeft confidence 
amongft ourfelves, if we wifli to do anything great." 

" Yes." 

"Plaulible ideas are all Very good in their own 
place, but time flies and we muft have refnl^c." 
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« True." 

'* But to attain thefe refults, you will allow that 
the greateft caution muft be ufed." 

"Quite right." 

*'I have founded ftatefinen in all quarters of 
Europe. I have wandered through this land for 
three months and I now fay Italy is ripe for freedom. 
Are not the Pope's bulls becoming daily more noxious 
to the people? The Auftrian rule lefs and lefs 
endurable? And is not Sardinia, fitting yonder 
bafldng in the fun of God's free gift, liberty, a 
moft powerful prompter ? England is with us." 

** And France ? " aflced one. 

" Is a wolf, ready to devour us." 

" I believe it." 

'^ Can a tyrant free theenflaved ? " 

'* No, brother patriots, let us join hands and feek 
for aid from heaven ; projeft after projeft fails and I 
alfo delpond. Oh my country, I v/eep for thee. 
Would to God, my death throes could fend a thrill of 
energy through thy languid veins, and aroufe you to a 
proper fenfe of your damnable degradation." 

The laft fpeaker's voice cadenced the founds it 
uttered artiftically, and always made a deep impreiEon 
on his audience of three ; but thefe three individuals 
had each a darling idea of his own, which he clung 
to againft all arguments. 

To combine thefe ideas to ferve one praftical end, 
was the purpofe of the fourth Ipeaker. 

You will have noticed that he is defirous of complete 
confidence to pleafe the firft perfon, that he bewails 
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the flight of time and the importance of immediate 
refults, to liiit the views of the fecond ; and that he 
urges the neceffity of the greateft caution to get en 
rapport with the feelings of the third. 

He has, with confiderable taft, made each of them 
fee his counterpart inhimfelf — he gradually draws them 
through the moral world by prayers, and the material 
world by gains to his own projeft; and when about to 
difclofe it, when he has brpught thdr attention to the 
climax, he Hides mto a delponding ftrain to chime again 
with the fecond party, whofe oppofition he fears. 

This fecond individual, who was preparing himfelf 
to contradift the moft convincing reafons, faw that 
oppofition would not now be required fince his friend 
had alio fuccumbed. 

As a foldier he was naturally fond of aftion, and he 
began to regret that no fcheme was to be propounded, 
that there were to be no hopes of again fighting 
againft the Auftrians, whom he hated with an intenfity 
not dreamt of in colder climates. " Then this bomb 
of his is Utopian after all,'* he faid to himfelf, " I 
thought fo.'* 

The other two looked at the bomb and then at their 
companions, but (aid nothing. 

They thought, however, that if the intelleftual 
powers of the fourth Ipeaker could not folve the 
problem they might well be filent, and filence there 
was in that room for a few minutes, broken only by 
the diftant noife of a large dty, and the deep breathings 
of thefe four men. 
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The fecond individual who appeared not.to like 
the prefent quiet, at length faid abruptly, " I thought 
the boml? was to fave us." 

" Yes, my dear friends," faid the fourth fpeaker, 
clutching the bomb and rifing haftily, " There is ftill 
one hope left, but it is too daring." 

'^ We fear nothing but tyranny." 

" It hazards life.' 
^ *« We are ready to die.' 

*' It requires perfeft faith.' 

*^ Have we not fworn ? " 

<' Swear again— on this crofs," faid the fourth 
individual, prefenting the hilt of his fword, which 
glittered in the pale light of that all but dark room, 
and as each of thefe four men kiffed it a fcene was 
enafted, which M. David would have preferred to 
'« The oath of the Horatii." 

'' I fwear/' 

« I fwear." 

" I fwear." 

" And I, too, fwear eternal fecrecy — it neceffitates 
the utmoft caution." 

*^ Are we not Italians ? " 

'* I know no other way to freedom j it is our final 
hope. If it fails, I die — ^if it fucceeds, what fhall Italy 
not become ? I behold her again, the dear land of 
ancient days mandating the world." 

" And the fcheme is — ? " 

" Draw nearer, nearer ftill ; remember your oaths, 
the aflaffination of Napoleon." 



3 Sits m iirtt. 

nlAIR reader, do you ever dream ? Of 
courfe. Of luftrous oraameotsj it may be, 
to bedeck your charming perfon ; of a tall 
brave man, with fo jet black hair, to love 
you J or of a tiny infant, with Iparlding eyes, chubby 
hands, and roiy lips, that lilp out, " ma." 

My friend, Mr. Jarvie, dreamt in the dead of night 
when everything was ftlll, that he had married his 
fourth wife, and that the cafliier of the Union Bank 
had placed to his credit five thouland pounds. Not 
difficult to underftand this ; it is only Mr. Jarvie's day 
dream ftill out of bed. Mr. Jande, it is notorious, has 
made the little money he poflefles, by fpeculating in 
wives. He wears his third fpoufe at prefent, and has 
his eye on the fourth. 

I dream oftea 

But my dreams, like my hopes, have changed with 
my youth, and now I would prefer not to dream at 
all. 

Yet I have a peculiar faculty for dreauung which 
is, to fay the leaft of it, flrange. 

In vifions of the night I have written every word 
of whole chapters of novels, and remembered the 
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greater part of them when I -awoke, although the 
fcenes were then entirely new to me, and were laid in 
countries I had never vifited. 

I have carefully retained the recollection of my night 
labours, and hope fome day to publifh a three volume 
novel, headed ^* Compofed while afleep." 

One dreaming thus, would almoft believe that the 
foul fhaking itfelf free from its rickety cafe, which 
would have inftinft left — and this introduces the 
theory of clairvoyance — ^had gone on a night ramble, 
or that we have had another exiftence in another land 
and in another form long ago, and that thefe fcenes, 
fo varied and fandful, are the paft looming vaguely on 
the prefent. 

But it is not any of thefe night imaginings I have at 
prefent to place before you, it is only a lingle ftreet. 

And the clock's beat warns me that it is time to 
commence my night march. 

Clocks' chimes have volumes of meaning to us, 
whether they reach our ears in a crowd at noonday, 
or alone in the filent night. Our fathers and mothers 
liftened to them when we were yet uncradled \ they 
flruck the hour of our birth, and they 'vjdll toll the 
hour of our death j and our children's children will 
keep appoiatments by them, and perhaps we fliall 
hear them in eternity. 

The world's greateft and moft trifling events are 
ruled by the time of the day. Shakfpeare died at a 
"ertain hour ; Jack meets Harry at eleven, to have 

le oyfters ; the ringing of a clock was the fignal 
the maflacre of Saint Bartholomew to begin ; a 
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clock prevented Colonel Gardiner from keeping that 
appointment with the furgeon's wife. The young 
lady in the arm-chair laid ^' Yes," in a particular 
moment when we were terribly excited about fome- 
thing. Gibbon tells us — and how beautifully— 
what his thoughts were when he finiftied "The 
Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire." A minute 
to three I had a tooth extrafted, I was in great pain, 
but comforted myfelf with the affurance that as the 
dock oppofite me ftruck, my fufFering would be 
gone, lime filled Francis H, King of the two 
Sicilies with difmay, and cauled him to evacuate 
Naples before the approach of the heroic Garibaldi ; 
^t fix o'clock I tried on a pair of new boots which 
were too tight, and which raifed the corns that 
have a place on my big and little toes at this prefent 
hour. 

By the time of the clock men marry, and murder, 
and commit fuicide, and are hanged, and fell old 
clothes, and larch trees, and advance to the rank of 
nobles, and recede to the degree of beggars, and 
cities fink into the bowels of the earth, and at the 
appointed hour, it is laid, this world which we inhabit 
Ihall melt with fervent heat, and that at the end of 
time God Ihall judge us in eternity. 

Numerous piftures of life are chimed out to me by 
thefe fteeple clocks. 

The clock on the church of St. John the Baptift, 
which dates, it is faid, from 412, A.D., llrikes ten 
as we reach the poft office, one of the Imalleft of 
rooms, where books and newlpapers are vended on 
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one fide, and letters diftributed on the other on our 
way down George Street leaving behind us the North 
Inch, where the battle of the clans took place, 
defcribed in Sir Walter Scott's « Fair Maid of Perth," 
and the bridge crofling the Tay, leading to Scone 
Palace, and Kinnoul Hill, and having before us the 
houfes in High Street, at the other end of George 
Street, and the County Buildings, facing the river, and 
erefted on the fite of the palace, in which the Gowrie 
conlpiracy was enafted. 

The firft perfon we meet, is a minifter of the 
gofpel, who hiccups fomething about beer as he enters 
the poft-office, and urges the cl^rk to look (harp 
with the bible and pialm book, and aifift him on with 
his gown — quick. 

Looking down George Street, the principal ftreet, 
one is ftruck with the idea, that the different pro- 
prietors had been at variance with each other, and 
determined to have no houfe Uke their neighbours, or 
that the builders had been drunk, and had ftepped 
with the materials too far back and too much forward 
to avoid tumbling. 

The refult is pifturefque. The ftreet has the appear- 
ance of a lame man going round a corner, and the 
houfes taken feparately, look like fo many children 
ftriving who will make the uglieft face. 

The minifter is fading away into a low beer, and we 

pais the monument, in imitation of the Pantheon at 

in the fame way as a ftar-fifti is like a ftar, to 

: Hay MarftiaU, and the croifing at Bridge Lane. 
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«* Heaven helps thofe who help themftlves," appears 
to be the motto of that feedy-looking man who rans 
quietly out of the George Hotel carrying fomething 
in his hands and followed, too late, by half-a-dozen 
waiters, who cry, "Stop thief — ^police !" 

There is no policeman at hand, *' As there never is," 
the waiters faid, and the thief knew it, for I faw him a 
quarter of an hour afterwards coolly going into St 
John Street, whiftling and examining the ftolen 
property, two top-coats and a white hat. 

Such nonchalance ought to be rewarded, fo I did 
not give him up to a policeman, becaufe I could not 
find one. 

An intelligent face, fet off with black hair, and a 
good figure, drefled in fatin, approaches and tells us 
that the inhabitants of this city are as virtuous as their 
neighbours. 

A certain M. Arouet, generally called Voltaire, on 
his firft vifit to England is faid to have taken notes 
of the eccentric people who cut off the tails of horfes 
and the heads of Bangs. No doubt Voltaire's note- 
book was foon filled with curious remarks and odd 
Iketches, but if he were here in George Street, Perth, 
this evening, I would beg him to devote one little line 
to Dr. Todd, the tall, ill-drefled, wild looking man, 
who fkulked paft me this moment, as if he wifhed 
it were poffible to walk underneath the flreet, out of 
the fight of men.' 

That tall, ftifF, one-idea-man, who marches acrofs 
the ftreet as if he knew where to go, has attained a 
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certain pofidon In the city, although he does not poflefs 
half the clevernefe and ability of Dr. Todd. 

Why, the one man is the moral of the other, the 
bright and dark fide of the pifture. 

One reads dii&padon on the one, and on the other 
fobriety. 

Everywhere there are contrails — the g^t of bright 
intelligence is like all the Almighty's bleJlfings 
impartially diftrihuted. The fliepherd on the hills 
comforts himfelf with the phijofophy of Plato; Qcero's 
taft and eloquence you will find in a village mill- 
wright; prime minifters exift in coal pits; queens 
of ibciety do duty as maids of all work, and the man 
who could overturn our moft facred ideas is a tailor. 

Was it the Athenians who exhibited drunk fiaves 
to their children, to make them abhor the vice ? 

The Perth people take another ™w of inftruffion. 
They make the theatre a private dwelling, and ereft 
another church. 

There is no place of amufemerit in the town ; but 
there are an immenfe number of illegtimate births. 

There is no manufaftory of any magnitude in, 
or near the city, becauie the magiftrates have fiich a 
care over the city's water, which fbmetimes threatens 
to drown the ihhabitants in their dwellings, that they 
will not part with it without a heavy confideration ; 
and even after agreements are concluded and works 
got into operation, the fiim will be difputed in open 
court, and every pofiible obftacle thrown in the mill- 
-^wner's path. 

" Why don't you go to Dundee ? We wifli to keep 
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our air pure and our water clean," their aftions feem 
to fay. 

And what about work for the inhabitants ? 

Six of them, young girls, have juft gone by in the 
guife of proftitutes, and the young men proceed to 
Glafgow, 

But as I am neither the Lord Provoft, the City 
Clerk, nor an eminent folicitor, employed to throw 
light on their money matters, I hold on my courie and 
reach the Perth Bank, where a bailie tells me that the 
Perth police have juft been pronoimced the worft 
in the empire, by Her Majefty's Infpeftor, Colonel 
Eanloch. 

Punch propofed, when the lale of the piece of land 
near the Troflachs was before the public, to fet loofe 
a number of poets on Ireland to increafe the value of 
the foil of Eria 

Certainly imaginative writers have much to anfwer 
for 5 and Sir Walter Scott, already mentioned, and 
Mr. James who diftated — ^in how many hours, I 
wonder? — the " Gowrie conlpiracy,*' are anything but 
exceptions to the rule. 

The bailie fays he is off home, and the clock 
ftrikes half-paft ten. 

With its laft beat paffes us, eating fweetmeats, 
Mr. Seaton Warwick, a tall, perfumed gentleman, 
who failed in bufinefs, and now lives on his rich 
relations, and who goidips, and does everything lb 
like a woman, that we imagine he muft have crinoline 
fbmewhere, and that he keeps a paraibl and a fmall 
bonnet in his pocket 



82 Hooks for Thoughts* 

And this gendeman with the eye-glafs, curled-up 
lips, and the ufiial large ftick of the profeffion (why 
will knights of the peftle and mortar perfift in carry- 
^g huge ftaves and patronizing black cats ? parte 
everywhere !) who bows to the Lord Provoft, is faid 
to be one of the moft fkilful doftorS in the town. 
If you want him in an emergency, you had better 
fend your pedigree with the requeft, otherwife you 
run a chance of getting him only to your port 
mortem examination. 

The citizens of Perth would as foon put faith in 
the warlike propenfities of their volunteers, whofe va- 
lour decreafes, we are told, with every fuit of uniform, 
as raife a ftone to the memory of a late phyfidan. 

Oppofite No. I, George Street, there is a man 
finging, and of all fbngs, "Partant pour la Syrie.'* 
The old weather beaten man is a Frenchman, and 
hails from the ancient town of Rouen. 

And ^ the crowd laugh at his curious fong and 
ftrange geftures, yet that man was in the van of the 
army of the firft Napoleon, heard the weird-like 
Rachel chaunt the Marfellaife, and afEfted other 
bloufes to barricade the Rue St. Antoine. 

What a fermon ! the daftiing foldier of the firft 
empire, with marftials' batons, and kings' crowns, 
within reach of thofe who could take them, the ballad 
finger of the fecond. 

But the man is not to be pitied, he is a Ipy. 

The Emprefs of the French vifited Perth a month 
ifterwards, and ran about the ftreet I have tried to 
lefcribe to you this cold November night. 



XIV. 

A FRENCH NOVEL, IN THREE CHAPTERS. 

Chapter I 
AM a myftery. I neither know the 
name of my father nor my mother. I 
never faw ather of them to my own 
M H^y knowledge. No one can tell me who 
they are or what I am ; and the wild looking man 
who protefted me that night — who was he ? Now 
he will be dead. Alone ! ah, alone ! The prefent 
is a tlung of dJm (hape to me. I have no engrofling 
purfuit : I have never thought on the future — what 
goal has it for me ? and the part comes before my 
vifion like a mirror on which nothing has been pour- 
trayed — there were no bright fpots on it — no angels' 
vifits — no prefents from friends, nor no hits from 
enemies, and in it I met with no great misfortune. 
As~ even and monotonous as a palm ftiooting Iky- 
wards, has been the courfe of my life. 

But this cannot continue. The very waves chide 
me into a^ivity as they ftorm yonder beach, gaininp 
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V ^ _^ 

year by year an increafe to their watery domain. 
The fwallows appear to jeer at me as they fly above 
my head, and feize their fly. Even the glow-worm 
is ufeful, and glows by night. But for me there is 
nothing but wearinefs and dilguft. The fame interiors, 
landfcapes, and men, I have feen for twenty years meet 
my gaze. How often have I envied the hufl^andman 
as he returned homewards at eventide. He had 
fomething to live for. He had a fhare of the earth's 
joys and forrows. When I wandered over the 
meadows by the light of the moon, I have met young 
men and young women, hand in hand, whilpering to 
each other the delicious tale of love. On the play- 
ground by the village fchool I have watched the 
children at their games, and wiflied from my heart 
the leaft tithe of their gay, light-hearted happinefs 
was mine. And then in the recefles of the forefl:, 
the gun lying on my knee, and my dog fitting by my 
fide, the game bag empty, have I reclined on the 
mofl^covered bank, overhung by the branches of the 
oak, and mufed on my myfterious deftiny. Who 
am I ? — what is to be my future fate ? Do thefe 
monks know the fecret of my life ? 

Chapter II. 

But the monks either knew nothing or would tell 
me pothing. 

This is all they ever made known to me. That it 
was on a dark ftormy night in January, twenty years 
ago. The wind blew in fitful gufts, as if it were 
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tefting its flrength for a final trial. The hail and 
fnow which commenced to defcend in the morning 
ftill continued to fall. At fhort intervals flaflies of 
lightning lit up the heavens, and revealed with un- 
pleafing diftinftnels the old monaftery. 

The monks of this monaftery were retiring to reft 
after offering up prayers to the Almighty for thofe 
that go down to the fea in (hips, when the boom of a 
cannon reached their ears. 'Twas a fignal of diftrefe. 
Their coaft was rugged and wild — no harbour near, 
and no warning beacon. They remembered then of 
the many ftiips that have been driven to pieces on 
thefe rocks, and of the unnumbered mortals the angry 
waves had ufhered into eternity. They hurried down 
to the fhore. A black mafs battling with the ftorm 
was revealed to them by flafties of lightning. The 
repeated boom of the cannon told them it was a fhip. 
It approached nearer and nearer the dangerous rocks 
with every roll of the waves, and the monks prayed. 
They fcreamed, as that terrible cry arofe to heaven, 
from the huge thing which was daftied on the rocks 
at their feet and difappeared for ever. That amongft 
the few paflengers faved there was a tall man with 
wild, glaring eyes and red hair, who carried fome- 
thing carefully in his arms. When it was unrolled 
before the fire they faw it was a child. I was that 
child. But who was my proteftor? The monks 
know not He muft have been rich, for he paid them 
handfomely to educate me for twenty years. 

My education is finiftied. Thefe twenty year* 
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expire to-night As I write this fentence the clock 
ftrikes eleven. I have ftill one hour to think. I long 
to mingle in brilliant fociety. I long to become noted 
for fomething uncommon to men. I long to love — 
to touch the drefs, the hair, the lips — oh, happinefs ! 
— of a lady I could call mine — mine own. 

But what are the ftrongeft refolutions without 
a£lionS| and what, alas ! are actions but fate. 

Fate, that is the word — ^my fate. 

Fickle thing ! powerful as a god ; pervading all 
things. Hangs this man and makes him a millionaire ; 
drowns that one and places the other on the throne of 
an empire. *^ One fhall be taken and the other left.'* 
Like the wind is fate, having no regular motion; 
capricious as a courtefan — wayward as a little child 
— uncertain as the ocean, on whofe bofom men float 
to the bottom, and there, no doubt, folve thefe per- 
plexing myfleries about Heaven and God, Hell and 
the Devil. 

Chapter III. 
Twelve o'clock. 

The twenty years have gone. 

A new era of my exillence has commenced to roll. 

Now I muft decide. 

But how i 

Let this cent aft Fate. 

I tofs it up. 

Heads I kill myfelf j tails I become 

It is tails ! 

I fhall be a grocer ! ! 



IJOTELS I have dwelt in, in diiFerent quar- 
ters of the world, and iDnumerable are 
the men aad women, and fcenes I have 
feen in them worthy of printer's ink. 
In hotels, I found opportnniries of ftudying certain 
kinds of life not available ellewhere. 

I have been in a hotel when it took fire, becaufe 
the cook was drunk — when a daring robbery was laid 
to have been committed, but no trace of the guilty 
party could be difcovered, and the landlord, after 
turning the houfe infide out and back agMn, iaid to 
me that he thought the gentleman was waiting the 
arrival of a cheque, and that there Ihould be fixed 
rates for extraordinary dlllurbances — when a lady 
eloped with her hufband's friend, the ha^and's 
deiires being wholly centred in mulical boxes — when 
a young man who could not finilh a tragedy hanged 
himfelf } and when a child, the pet of us all, fell from 
the fourth ftory and was dalhed to pieces. 
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I purpofe extradting one or two hotel reminifcences 

from my note book, and we will begin, if you 

pleaie, at 

Rotterdam. 

It was in a hotel in this city that one night as I 
lay in bed thinking of the contraft between night and 
day, and of the pleafures and bufinefs purfiied at all 
hours in fo many different guifes, and of the multitude 
of dark crimes done in fecret chambers when the fun 
has gone down and earth has received its funeral 
fhroud for the fcene, I heard a ruftle of a drefs, and 
a whifper at my fecond bed-room door, which would 
not lock ; then the noife of the door being cautioully 
opened, and the indiflinft found of a body crawling 
towards me; then the noife of my portmanteau, watch, 
clothes, courier's bag, umbrella — everything being 
conveyed flealthily out of the room. In a minute the 
hotel, which before was as quiet as a churchyard at 
midnight, became full of life, and there arofe a great 
talking in the room below mine. 

I got up and examined the room, but they had left 
me nothing — ^not even the cigar-cafe I placed on the 
mande-piece before I went to bed. 

I fummoned a council with myfelf as to my mode 
of adbion under the peculiar circumflances, and debated 
whether it were better to wait, beat down the door, 
ring the bell for a glafs of Holland g^, or cry 
« Murder." 

There was no bell — there were objeftions to the 
ther modes of procedure, fo I determined to wait. 
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I went to bed again, but did not fleep until day- 
light. It was my firft vifit to Holland, and I did not 
know a creature in Rotterdam, nor the hotel in which 
fuch curious tranfaftions took place. 

In about an hour I heard the noife of feet on the 
flair ; again my door was cautioufly opened, and fome 
one crept into the room. I appeared to fleep, and at 
length I did fleep, and in the morning all my things 
were in their places, only two drops of greafe on the 
portmanteau, and the dgar-cafe being placed in the 
courier's bag, betrayed the tampering they had 
undergone. 

Antwerp. 

I arrived here from Bruflels at three o'clock, when 
the inhabitants of Anvers had dined. " Gar9on, what 
about my dinner ? " 

"Monfieur can dine at five o'clock — we have another 
gentleman then," was the reply, and I iflued forth 
to have my firfl gaze at Ruben's " Delcent from the 
Crofe." After taking a walk on the handlbme quay, 
I returned to the hotel, partially changed my drefs, 
and went into the public room. 

There was only one perfbn in it, the gentleman who 
was to dine with me, and whom I had never met 
before. He had black clothes, his hair was white, 
he fpoke Englifti with a Dutch accent, detefted the 
French and everything bearing the Napoleon ftamp, 
and appeared about fixty-five years of age. 

He might have been a diflenting minifter, an aftor 

G 
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mailing a provindal tour, or a traveller for a lace 
manufaftory. 

We were in the middle of the foup when the 
waiter went out of the room for fomething ; the old 
gentlemen, who had entered into converfadon vnxh 
me, was apparently watching this opportunity, for he 
dropped his fpoon the moment the door was fhut, and 
whifpered to me, " Look here, look here.'' 

Ckit of the depths of his pocket he pulled a fmall 
envelope^ on which was written in delicate charaflars, 
** Cbrtfltm^ and in which was a lock of fair hair. 

^ The hair of my miftrefs," he laid, and lifted his 

Ipoon. 

Edinburgh. 

It was in a hotel in Princes Street, Edinburgh, I 
firft met him. 

*' Good morning," he faid, " This is the twenty- 
tiaird Sunday after Trinity," and as he ihook hands 
with me when I was leaving, he laughed hyfterically, 
and prefented me with his card, and ipurted out 
** Cheap, got one hundred of them from Granger, 
London, for one^and-fix ; copper-plate and everything 
two-and-two." 

I awoke that morning earlier than uiiial, expelling 
to get fbme back volumes of the Bluftrated London 
News, which were lying on a fide^table in the public 
room,looked over. The volumes were ftill there,but not 
a word of them could I get read ; he talked inceilantly 
in a fcreaming tone, and with a want of breath, and 
fits of idbdc laughter, painful to hear. 
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He changed the topic of converfation every five 
minutes^ and his (ubjedts ipread over an immenie 
variety of men and things. 

He ended his ientences with a *' What think you, 
fir ? *' In the middle of an argument he would fud- 
denly ftop, and whilper to the perfon neareft him, 
** Suppofe we fiibfcribe fixpence or a fiiilling for a 
bottle of wine,'* and he prefaced his converfation to 
ftrangers who entered the public room with, " I am 
due at Drummond's at two-and-a-half. Do ygu 
think, as I am a minifter's fbn I might fend in my 
card to the veftry and fpeak a few minutes to the 
clergyman P** 

When he left for church, he laid with a laugh at 
the end, '* Good-bye, gendemen, we muft go to the 
temporal church on earth, until we can get to the 
fpiritual church above. The righteous fhall go into 
everlafUng blifs, but the wicked into death eternal. 
* Blefled are the dead, who die in the Lord.' " 

He carried a finall library of mifcellaneous literature 
in one pocket, and a botde of Hanoverian wine, 
(''Cheap — ^the wine of the country," he feid), and a 
botde of Allfop's pale ale in the other. Both were 
continually at the difpofal of all comers. 

One night he loft his tqp-coat, another night his 
watch, and about two o'clock this (Sunday) morning, 
he returned to the hotel widi the wrong boots. How 
the change took place he could not tell. His invariable 
reply to all our queflions about them was, '* Don't 
fpeak about them, or I'll fwear." 
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He had a great deal to fey about the golden leftures 
and ten new fovereigns — the canon of St. Paul's and 
Ibme thoufands a-year — the Oriental Banking G)mpany 
and five per cent., and about an afs that was no afs. 
'* Balaam's afs,'* he faid, ^* was no fool." 

He enlarged upon affes. 

" We kept an afs at Thiftlebridge. Do you think, 
fir, the afles on Hampftead Heath are of the fame 
{pedes ? Well, fir, this aft was no afs I can tell you. 
I got on its back, and it pitched me over its ears ; but 
my fillers ufed to ride it fideways, I prefer going in- 
fide. Chriftmas," he continued, " Is one of our great 
feftivals. My father faid to me, ' John, I fliall have 
three carriage-full that day.' Do you think, fir, the 
minifters of the Church of England are well paid } 
Do you think the Pope would like to be the Arch- 
bifliop of Canterbury. Would he turn, do you think, 
fir ? I wifti them all well ; there's good people 
amongft them — ^what think you, fir ? Shall I have time 
to walk to Leith in time for the fermon ? No — ^thank 
you — I fiiall not forget you in this world nor the next. 
Will you come with me to hear Dean Ramfay, friend ? 
I don't care where I go. Don't you think we could 
work a botde of wine ? Temperance hotel, Sunday, 
ah ! Get me the money and I will work it." 

He walked from end to end of the room as he 
fpoke, he took nothing ill that was faid to him, and if 
you laughed he would laugh too. He was as harmlefs 
as an infant, ftandiijg fix feet in height, apparently 
well educated, had travelled fome diftance, and had 
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the appearance of a gentleman, only his drefs was 
freqaeady befpattered with mud. 

He carried his Bible ia a leather cafe, and he always 
wrote^ a letter to his mother deferring his return home 
for three hours. He had a medal of Napoleon I., in 
his troufers pocket. " Got it and a valuable fnoiF-box 
for ten (hillings," he faid. *' Sent the InufT-box to my 
friend, the Dean of Kntael." 

He recited a long grace before all his meals, and 
he fcarcely ate anything, but he drank a great deal. 

When he came from church he exclaimed, " It's a 
great matter to have an eftate. I iaw the ariftocracy, 
honeft men, aud bonny lafles, in church to-day. Will 
I do for a Chriflian, a gentleman, and a miiuAer's Ton ?' 

His card is — 

Mr. Steward Hill. 



XVL 

^h Isnntt)! nnlr t\t fannUti; 

OR, 
THE HOUSE AND THE BRAIN. 

iLACKWOOD narrated to us a few 

J months ago a tbiiUing myftery with this 

I excidng title. 

u| It was about a haunted houle in the 
mldft of Londou, wherein dreadful crimes are fup- 
poled to have been committed, and where one of 
thofe men who poflels all the craftinefs of demons 
and ftrength of will fuffident to overturn the moft 
facred cuftoms, purfued his chemical ftudies — where 
the Ibund of feet is connnually heard, globules of 
light of all colors leen flaihlng from the floor, dark 
fhadows of gigandc monfters, cold as ice and with 
gleanuDg eyes, arofe and vanilhed— where a dog goes 
mad and has its neck broken without any vilible 
agency — where chairs Hep into the middle of the 
floor, and doors open and fliut feemingly of thdr own 
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accord} and where three iblema knocks are periodically 
heard. 

Now I have a profound beUef in haunted houies ; 
and if the gentleman who imagined that charming 
piece of humbug will take the trouble to come down 
to Invemefs (bme day, I fhall have great delight 
in fliowing him through my houife, which is unmiC- 
takeably haunted— -haunted day and nig^t by a 
young lady in a light blue dre&> and with clufters 
of brown curls dancing around her beautifully 
formed head. 

*Twas amongft the wilds of the far weft I firft 
beheld her, as I lay by our watch-fire. Nature had 
all but gone to reft — only a ferpent hilled in the 
grafs, or a falmon leaped from the river in the ravine, 
or a bird whirred up from the trees above our head, 
or the horfes, [^cketed a ihort diftance off, neighed 
at fome unieen danger. The iky was cloudleis, and 
the moon and ftars looked like io many diamonds. 
My compamon flept fbundly. It was my turn to 
watch. We had ridden hard all day, and it was 
with confiderable difficulty I could keep my eyes open. 
It was neceflary that we (hould be moft watchful, 
for where we eroded the river we faw the trail of 
Blackfeet oa a war march. I put my rifie acrois my 
knees, and turned my thoughts homewards, when 
fuddenly down the fide of the mountain came a lady 
drefled in blue, and feated herfelf by the river. She 
unloofed her long brown trefles, and allowed them to 
float in the water as ihe fang in ftrains I had hear 
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long ago in another country, in a little room of a 
little cottage mafked with wall-flowers, ** There's no 
place 'like home." A jackal howled and the lady 
in blue difappeared. 

I faw her again in a moft eventful moment. 

Our veflel was attacked by Malay pirates in the 
vicinity of Borneo. We fought like lions, but 
were captured and made flaves. I fell to the lot of 
a grim old villain who treated me worfe than his 
horfe, and compelled me once or twice to aft as the 
public executioner. One night I fank down on my 
mat exhaufted with fatigue but unable to flefep. I 
tolled to and fro. I was very thirfty. My eyes felt 
as if they were going to ftart from their fockets. My 
head burned — I was in a high flate of fever. 'Twas 
three weeks before I recovered, and how I ipent thefe 
three weeks, God and thefe villains only know. I 
was fo emaciated, that to walk was a great burden, 
and my hand could fcarcely convey the food to my 
mouth. They faw I was not fit for work, and they 
determined to kill me. They held a council as to the 
manner of death. It was the fuggeftion of the Malay 
who owned me that was carried out. They carried 
me to the top of a tall tree in the middle of the 
village, and ufed me as a mark iqit their arrows. 
Night fet in. Three arrows were flicking in different 
parts of my body, and birds of prey were Ihrieking 
above my head. I gave up all hopes of life and 
prayed for death. But ftill I did not wifli to die 
thus. Thoughts became too much for me. Lights 
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flaftied before my eyes. Ravenous birds daflied their 
beaks into my brain. I laughed hyfterically. 

" I muft exert my will or I fliall go mad/' I faid, 
and iitimediately over the tr.ees came my guardian 
angel, dreffed in blue, with her brown hair waving in 
the breeze, and carrying in her hand a black banner, 
on which were infcribed in large white letters, Hope. 
Soon I heard a found of mufketry, and ere mid- 
night, I was refcued by Rajah Brooke. 

A third time I beheld her in the little room of the 
little cottage maflced with wall-flowers. A young 
man was holding her hands, and faying, " Janet, be 
mine; you are my guardian angel through life, do 
not defert me now or I fhall die. I have lived only 
for you — ^have fcaled ambitious heights only for you — 
I love only you — deareft be mine." 

'* I am certainly haunted," I faid to myfelf as I 
awoke from a dreamy fleep, fuch a treafure can never 
be mine, and all the runnings through, and too happy 
fcenes in thefe rooms are fancies 5 but flop, no ! that 
cannot he. There is a young lady neftling by my 
fide, and a little hand in mine 5 and everywhere, by 
day and night, in this houfe of mine, there flits a 
little lady, drefled in blue, and with a wealth of brown 
curls. 




|sf is Buum? 

gjUCCESS is a wayward thing : it takes 
gl ap its abode in the moft unlikely objefls, 

I and is frequently gained by funple, un- 

1 common, and abtiird means. 



The lermoQS of Dr. Guthne are a fuccefs, as are 
alio the advertifements of Profellbr HoUoway, and 
the fiiow fpeculations of Mr, Bamum. 

Cromwell's luccefs was the refult of his eameft- 
nefs, Balfac's on account of his eccentricity, and 
Napoleon HI. was triumphant becaufe he flaunted an 
eagle, and had an uncle who was ambitious, and 
knew fomething about batries, 

A name, a word, a look, a touch, a gefture, capture 
fiiccefs, and change the whole courfe of men's lives. 

Each of as hare our moment of our triumph and 
hour of defeat, although both may have palTed un- 
noticed. 

And apparent triumphs are fomedmes real defeats. 

And fuccefs to one is failure to another. 

Our defUnies are often decided for us by men who 
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again are influenced by thdrfiiperiors. Men's places 
in life aflume the fhape of a large organ on which a 
monkey is attemptingto play a tune — the keys areftruck 
at random, and the highlit note performs the part of 
the bafs ; but the jingle of founds proceeds, the 
plucky hits are applauded, and the failures laughed at. 
The monkey, who is invifible, receives the nickname 
of chanccy and as the audience retires from the fcene 
they fey to each other, *^ It is pofEble to get fbme- 
thing good out of this : affiiredly there are many falfe 
notes, but the true ones, fet with proper words, and 
artiftically delivered, might be fuccefsfuL" 

Men are not fb wife as they are thought to be. If 
each of us examines his heart, he will find only a few 
bright fpots in a corner, carefully covered over with 
our paffions, which are great obftades to our purpofes. 

Man, divefting himfelf of his paffions, becomes fit 
for a great pofidon and little good ; but what neceflary 
fentiments he does not pofTefs, he can feign. 

He who afts mofl is feldom the leafl fuccefsfiil. 

We are changing our ideas about inflruftion. Is 
not the fuppreffion of feeling a grand element in our 
children's education ? 

'^ It is unfeemly, fir, to expofe thefe nafly opinions 
of yours in fuch a manner; why don't you put on a 
grave face and wrap your thoughts in tinfel ? And 
you fhould never advance dogmatic things without a 
I-have-nothing-to-do-with-it fentence, fuch as, " Some 
one told me lately," or ^ I have read fomewhere," or 
" There is a theory exifling." 
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Succefs in anything makes you new enemies and 
new friends. If the friends overbalance the enemies, fo 
much the better for you, but if you are independent 
of both it will be ftill better ; and if you have a weapon 
of defence more powerful than any your friends or 
enemies can bring againft you, it will be beft. 

Ruling by affeftion has many difadvantages. If we 
wiftied a perfon to do a certain thing at a particular 
time, we would imbue that perfon with fear, 

Man underftands commands, but requefts never 
have his immediate attention ; they lie over for a day 
or two, are then pitched out of fight, and fbon 
forgotten. 

Few men have climbed the upward path of life 
eating bon-bons, and faying to the perfon in advance, 
*<Pleafe, fir, allow me to pafs/' 

It is generally thofe farcaftic, determined, mufcular 
men, who reach the front, who clear a road for 
themfelves, with a " Get out of the way, you, or I'll 
kick you," or " You muft ftep afide, I muft advance." 

To illuftrate this— 

In a ftreet in Bruflels there is a large crowd before 
the entrance to a church. The king is infide diftribut- 
ing prizes and none are admitted without tickets 5 we 
had no ticket, fo we content ourfelves with watching 
the efforts of thofe who have them to get through the 
crowd. A boy is laughed at and allowed to enter. 
An old woman is puftied forward with a fmile. An 
officer with numerous decorations cannot find a way, 
and has to return a quarter of a mile iand go in by 
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a fide door. The crowd notice his re-appearance on 
the other fide and cry, *' Oh, oh ! here he is." Now 
comes a gentleman in brilliant coftume and unnecefTary 
jewellery, who holds his fcented napkin to his nofe 
and politely requefts the crowd to allow him to pafs. 
There was a laugh, then, *' Not likely, are we to lofe 
a good pofition for you ? *' This gentleman did not 
know of the fide door, and retires to his carriage in 
dilguft. But here is a man approaching in a quiet 
drefs, with red hair, and bold eyes, who faunters 
through the crowd leifurely, and enters the church 
without a fingle criticifm being pafled on him. The 
crowd cleared a way for him and laid nothing, becaufe 
they faw the man was determined to pafs, and becaufe 
they feared him. He is the minifler of police. 

To adapt yourfelf to all kinds of opinions to gain 
your end, is one way of fiicceeding ; to hold firmly to 
fixed ideas, is another, and the moft reipeftableof the 
two. 

Succefs aflumes different forms in different minds ; 
one man is not contented with his neighbour's 
ambition. 

Napoleon wanted to rule a European Empire, and 
Canova to chip marble elegantly, and lifzt only defires 
to matter the piano, and Jules Janin to be a member 
of the French Inftitute. 



xvm. 

AM at a railway ftation wdting for the 
up mail to London. The train is late, 
the wmting-room is crowded with paflen- 
( gers, who are coDJefturing all kinds of 
accidents, and perpetually afldng the telegraph boy, 
"What is it?" who Ihakes his inftrument wildly for a 
minute or two and then gafps out, as if he expefled 
to be tranfported for life, or dunted on the head \wth 
the paHengera' fticks and umbrellas for avowing it, 
"No ufe — ^^^^e8 broken down." 

The paflengers, who contented themfelves before 
with fuppofition now announce faft, with the preii- 
nunary remark, " terrible railway coUifioQ ;" and, 
indeed, all the ladies, and gentlemen, and children 
be^n to think that tr^ns are not lb pundual after all, 
and that they have, like other eftablifhments, a good 
deal of puffery about them ; and as for the telegraph, 
which might have explained the delay, they con- 
demned it literally, ""What right had it to break 
down. Humph — too much of its own will — ought to 
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be put on bread and water for a day or two, or 
drawn over the coals to teach it manners." 

The Stadon-mafter, a big, jovial creature, is feized 
by a very little old lady as he tries to fteal out by a 
fide door, much too finall for him, and being puflied 
into the middle of the paffengers, who encircle him, 
and ieem determined to retain him as a hoftage for 
their fafe and fpeedy tranfit, is queftioned thus : — 

«' What is the reafon of all this, Station-mafter ? 
I (hall appeal to the Times, I have appointments 
which muft be kept Where is the train ?'* f^d 
a nervous looking young man — his face is covered 
with black hair, and he has at his fide a courier's bag 
containing Tennyfon's " Idylls," fome faufage-fend- 
wiches, and a pint of ftierry— evidently a literary gen- 
tleman. 

Station-mafter — '* She will wait on you imme- 
diately, fir : our line, like other roads through life, is 
Jbmetimes flippery." 

literary gentleman — ^^ Ah ! I underftand,'* which 
no one elfe appeared to do, and he began a fandwich 
and the reading of the third ** Idyll." He was a 
methodical young man, for at the end of every fecond 
page he tailed his flierry, which, by the rule of time 
and confumption, was exhaufted before the train 
reached the fiation. 

A tall m^n enveloped in cloaks, next fpoke. 

*' Do you know what is wrong ?" he faid. 

Station-mafter— "Nothing, fir, nothing only bad 
rails." 
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Tall gentleman — " Then why is the telegraph 
down ?" 

This puzzled the Sation-mafter for a moment, and 
all of us iaw his hefitadon, and coniequently dreaded 
the worft, and thofe paffengers who had predifted a 
collifion, now came into notice, and were much con- 
fulted upon railway accidents in general and this one 
in particular, for all of us at this time concluded that 
there muft be an accident. 

The Sation-mafter, who knew more than he would 
tell, recovered himfelf, '* The telegraph, fir, is a per- 
fect nuifance — always going wrong and detaining the 
trains. Cold weather this. Found a blackbird dead 
in my garden this morning. I pity the poor, who 
have no place to ftielter them on a night like this, and 
no. blazing fire, as we have here," and he poked 
vehemently at the fire for a minute or two, and then 
endeavoured to efcape. But a young lady with a 
black turban hat and a white feather, who faid fhe 
was waiting for fome one — (that fome one of a young 
lady is generally a lover) — caught him by the arm, 
and holding up an anxious face with the leaft fign of 
tears, a(ked, " Do you think there is an accident ?" 

«No— nonfenfe; you fliall hear her coming puffing 
through the bridge in a fecond," replied the Station- 
mafter, who had vainly ftriven to get quit of the 
ladies' examination* 

As he Ipoke, the noife of a train was heard, and 
we all ran out and found it was a down train, 
and as it rufhes paft, a number of men, ftanding 
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Ipade in hand, on goods wagons, are feen by the 
imperfeft light of the ftation lamps. 

^^What is that?" inquired the old gentleman in 
the Turks head-drefe, who let out that he knew every- 
thing about railways, from the cutting of the firft fbd 
and the laying of the firft fleeper, to the economical 
working of plant and a dividend of ten per cent. 
''What is that? Why there muft be fomething 
wrong. Are not thefe platelayers ?" 

The Station-mafter was gone, there was no fign of 
our train, and as the night was extremely cold, we 
returned to the waiting-room with the young ladyin the 
turban, who fat down in a corner and commenced to cry. 
« Half-paft fix o'clock," exclaimed a fierce looking 
gentleman, who had his face ftiaved clean, and wore 
a horn eye-glafs round his neck, " I take you wit- 
nefs gentlemen, it is half-paft fix. I have to deliver a 
lefture to-night at dght, and there is no telegraph — 
confound it." 

** Awkward, rather, haw," lilped out a young 
gentleman, who, Ipeaking about dme, referred to the 
clock at the Horfe Guards. 

The telegraph boy chaftifed his inftrument for a 
few {econds and then took it to pieces and rang a 
bell. Two old ladies whifpered to each other, " Oh, 
dear," the yo.ung lady in the turban hat gave a fob, 
and the gentlemen all coughed and looked into the 
fire; and no found broke the quiet, but the cold wind 
whiftling through the bridge and the flickering of the 
gas. 

H 
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<< Can I get a ipecial train to London ? " a£ked the 
leftarer. 

'* For thirty-five pounds," was the reply. 

There was no more word of the fpedal train. 

The literary gentleman has drank his laft drop of 
flierry, and gone to fleep ; the young lady keeps in a 
comer and holds her handkerchief to her face, her 
little dog which is ijdng on her drefs, looks around it 
fiercely, as if it thought fbme one prefent was caufing 
its miftrefs to grieve ; the exquifite from the Horfe 
Guards contents himfelf with the delay, as there is a 
pretty woman prefent He would have volunteered 
to make a party to fearch for the train, if the young 
lady would join it \ he would have ventured nearer the 
young lady, but that brute of a dog feems determined 
to have her all to itfelf. " Haw ! fhe weeps — ^a ruftic," 
he faid to himfelf, and felefting a nice place lay 
down with a fur cloak wrapped round him. 

The lefturer was not inclined to reft — he read in- 
numerable notes which he took from his hat — ^re- 
hearfed his lefture m«itally, not even omitting the 
frequent applaufe of the audience, then piftured to 
himfelf their various difappointments and gueffed their 
furmifes at his non-appearance, and held a council 
with his confcience and his cupidity, about afldng the 
company for two hundred pounds for breach of 
contraft. He concluded with, ^' I have my ticket — it 
is now five minutes to feven." The four old ladies 
could not talk much, but they thought a great deal 
and gazed fteadfaftly at the ceiling. The tall man 
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enveloped in cloaks is a direftor of the r^way, but 
he takes care to keep that a lecret and to fay as little 
as poflible. As for the old gentleman who wears the 
Turk's head-drefs and knows all about the conftruftion 
of rmlways, he only faid, ** Who would have thought 
it ? " and then whifUed. A little ^1 nicely drefled, 
who appeared to belong to no one in particular, after 
palling ftraight the fair, wiry curls (falfe) of the old 
woman and making the dog bark, fat down at the feet 
of the gentleman from the Horfe Guards, who opened 
his eyes and looked at her, and give her a bit of his 
cloak, and muttered fomething like, ** Off." 

The child faid, what I took to be «« Pa." 

Half-paft feven and no word of the train — ^was 
thinking of fecuring a bed fomewhere, when the 
tdegraph boy, who had been again thrafhing his in- 
ftrument, jumped into the waiting-room and exclaimed, 
" The wires are connefted." 

Now for the particulars of the accident, we 
faid, and we all went haftily into the telegraph office ; 
the lady in the black turban with the white feather 
firft. 

' The telegraph boy who fays he is juft going to take 
a meflage, fits on a high ftool before the ufual two- 
dialed inftrument, and we, the paflengers, flock round 
him. 

He reads aloud — 

*^ Tour father is gonCj come quickly,*^ 

'« Killed ? " afked one. 

^ No conneftion with the train." 
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*« I think you had better fee where the train is," 
faid the tall gentleman. 

'^Immediately, fir, there are only two other 
meflages." 

The next meflage was — 

" / nvill take two thoufandjive hundred pounds J* 

And the third — 

" Mrs. Simpfony Manchefter^ to Mifs Emily DeveuL^ 

" That is I," fdd the young lady in the turban. 
"Oh, quick.*' 

" Do not expeEl Frank — the ivretchy he went off to 
London ye/lerday ivith Jane Edwards^ and was mar" 
riedJ' 

" Married,'' fdd the young lady in a feeble voice, 
** Married, not married," and fainted. 

The train, which ran over a drove of cattle, has 
arrived, and we hurry out to abufe the guard and 
take our relpeftive places. 

The old ladies, ever ready with their confolation, 
were beginning to condole with the young lady in the 
turban, who left the ftation before the tr^n reached 
it, as flie did not now expeft that fome one ; but flie 
flopped them by laying, ** I ftiall have compeniation." 




XIX. 

Satan in t&atntii. 

|.ALLEN from his high eftate, yet ftill 
exalted, the monarch of Hell fits on the 
throne of the world, and myriads of 
beings worlhjp the once prime mlnifter 
of God. 

We behold his influence everywhere, and in the 
wifeft of men. 

He Idfles the lips of beauty, and does anything but 
(lay the hand of the murderer. 

He fits in coundl at the boards of kings, and takes 
part in the " Cottager's Saturday night," and is 
powerful in the dance- 
He bends his whifper to the ear of that child, and 
mounts thefe pulpit ftairs ; and away in the £aA you 
find him kneeling on a cufhion, beating his breaft and 
crying, « Allah ! Allah !" 

He has bufinefs with the Grand Llama of Tartary ; 
he delights to fmoke opium ; he is fond of vrine, and 
will ftand any amount of brandy. 

He patents innumerable machines, and is author of 
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a million volumes ; and in the midft of cities he 
amufes himfelf by laying out pleafiire gardens. 

He grows tulips and paints ladies, and wears falfe 
hair. 

His eyes' glitter conquers the ftrongeft virtue; 
his tongue's found creates a hell in paradife; his 
form's magnificence breaks all the commandments ; 
and all thefe combined create intelleft a god, with the 
motto, " Onward — evil^ he thou my good!" 

You will meet him in a railway carriage fmoking a 
cigar (he cares nothing for regulations), and yonder 
in the laboratory, in fearch of the eflence of life and 
the philofbpher's ftone, and there amongft the flowers 
by the river's fide, and here in this fhop felling a 
pound of fugar ; he prefides always over ^n-palaces, , 
he watches narrowly the progrefs of the feething 
malt ; and he has an eye on the growing crops, the 
fifh in the fea, the gold in the earth, and the birds in 
the ^r. 

He bets largely at the Derby, and you will fee him 
in a clofe carriage vifiting his ariftocratic patients j he 
has a gaming-table at Baden-Baden, and fometimes 
he fights a duel. 

He feems to have invitations to all marriages, the 
contrafts of which he knows by heart; he comes 
unafked to your death, and greatly difturbs your 
philofophy ; at births he comforts the mother with 
the death of her child. 

He counts his gold with the mifer, and fteals a 
handkerchief in the ftreet, and poifons his wife and 
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deeps with his own daughter, and pierces his father's 
brain with a filver needle. 

He commands armies and is great at the bar, and 
his Ipeeches have always the clofeft attention of the 
Houfe of Commons, and his bills pafs unqueftioned 
through the Lords, and invariably receive the fanftion 
erf" her Majefty. 

He rides in the ftorms, and a ftup is wrecked ; he 
flies with the lightning, and a man is ftruck dead ; he 
howls with the earthquake, and whole cities difappear 
for ever; he hifles in the wind, and this young 
gentleman curfes the diety for retarding the progrefs 
of his pleafure-yacht ; and over there in that city by 
the banks of the Arno, Florence, he was in council 
with Machiavelli ; and he has always a hand in the 
bulls iffued from the Vatican. 

Did he not conduft the refearches of Zoroafler ? 
and from whom did the infpiration of Mahomet 
come ? and who cracked jefts and wrote fatire with 
Voltaire ? and who but he glofled the fophiilry of 
Roufleau ? 

Nothing appears too great or too fmall for his 
ambition. 

He teaches the children the alphabet, and fells 
milk, and mixes coffee with chicory without the 
neceffary notice, and eftablifhes focieties with unlimited 
liability, and afts high tragedy and low comedy. 

He imitates fuccefsfully Rowland's Macaflar oil, 
the Glenfield patent ftarch, and the fignature of 
Coutts and Company. 
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He keeps duplicate paff-books in banks, and fells 
falfe fliares on railways, and aflaflinates forty men to 
make more oil, and he fteps readily into a naked 
ftatue, and he fits ravifliingly beautiful (as Lord Haddo 
is aware) as a model to a painter, and he reads French 
novels, and frequents the dancing-laloons of Kotter- 
dam, and jumps to his purpofe in a telegram, and 
buries you alive. 

He travels by the overland route to India — ^he has 
doubled the Cape — ^he has been feen at the North 
Pole — ^he has gone up in baloons, and he crofFes rivers 
on tight ropes ; and he has fomething to do at 
prefent with the Ifthmus of Suez. 

In the paft, the prefent, and the future; in 
heaven, hell, and this globe, his never ceafing cry 
has been, and will be, ^^ Onward — evil^ he thou my 
good.** 



FINIS. 
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